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KING RICHARD 

THE THI'KV- 

Contayning his treacherous Plots againft 

his briber Clarence : Thepittifull murder of his innocent 
Nephewes ? his tyrannicall Vfurpation : with the whole 
cotirfeofhis decefted life, andmoft 

deferued death. 

As it hath been lately A&ed by the Kings Maicfties 

Scruants. 



TRAGEDIE 








Enter Richard Duke ofGlouceFter, folia. 

O W is the winter of difcontent, 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne of Yorket 
And allthe cloudes thatlowr’d vpon our houfe, 

„ In the deepe bofomeof the Ocean buried. 

Now arc our browes bound with victorious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our iterne alarums chang’d to mcrric meetings, 
Ourdreadfull marches to delight full pleafures, 
Grim-vifagde war, hath fmoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now mftead of mounting barbed fteedes, 

To fright thefoules of fearefull aduerfarjis, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

Tothelafciuious pleating of a Ipue. 

But 1 that am not lharpe offportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking GlalFe; 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want ldftie-s Maicftie, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

Ithat am curtaild of this fairc proportion. 

Cheated offeature by diirembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vnfiniiht,fcnt before my time 
Into this brcathingworid halfemade vp, 

And thatfolatnely and vnfalhionable. 

That dogs barkeatmeas I halt by them: 

Why 1 in this weake piping time of peace 
Hauc no delight to palle away the time, 

V nlelfe tofpte my fliadow in the Sunne, 

And defiant on mineowne deformitie.* 

And theref^jre fince 1 cannot proue a louer, 

To entertaine thele faire well fpoken daies, 
lam determined to proue avillaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daies.* 

Plots haue I laid, inductions dangerous, 

At By 
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TheTragcdie 

By drunken prophefics,libelsand dreamcs, 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 
lii deadly hate the one againft the other. 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft 
As I am fubtile, fatfe and trecherous ; 

This day Ihould Qarence clofely be mewd vp. 

About a Prophelie which layes that G. 

Of Edwards heires the nnutherer fliall be. 

Dine thoughts dpvvne to my foule, E nter C/arencewith 
HceieC/W, comes, , aGuardefmen, 

Brotherhood dates, what meanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace? . , , 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering my perfons fafctie hath ap- 
This conduft to conuey me to the Tower. (pointed 
Glo. Vponwhatcaufe; 

Cla. Becaufe my name is (yeorge, 

Glo. Alacke my Lord,that fault is none ot yours. 

He (liould for that commit your good fathers: 

G belike his maiethe hath fonae intent , . 

T hat you Ihall be new chriftened in the sower. 

But what is the matter Clarence, may I know? 

Qa. Yea Richard when I doc know, for 1 protett 
As yet I doe not, butlts 1 can learne. 

He hearkens after prophefies and dreames, ^ 

A&d from the croltc-row pluckes the letter G; 

And fayes a wizard told him that by G, 

His ilfuedifinherited (hould be, 

And for my name of Gjeorge begins with G, 

It follow es in hii thought that I am he 5 
Thefe as Ilearne.and fuch like toyes as thele, 

* Hauemoued his Highnelfeto commit me now. 

Glo, Why this it is when men are rulde by women, 

Tis not the King that fends you tothe Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis (he 
That tempts him to this extreamitie: 

Was it not (he and that good man of worfhip 
Anthony Wooduilc her brother there, 

That made him fend Lord tjaflings to the Tower, 

From whence this prefent day heis deliuered? 

Weare not fafe Qarence^z are not fafe. 
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of Richard the Third, 

fla By heauen 1 thinke there is no man fecur d 
But the Queenes kindred, and night-walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the King and Miftrell 'tShoare: 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hafitngs was to her for his deliuerie? 

Glo, Humble complayningto her Deitic, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc hislibertie, 
lletellyou what, 1 thinke it is our way,. 

IfVe will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men, and weare her liuerie. 

The iealous ore-worne widdow and her felfe, 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 

Are mightie go flips in this Monarchy. 

Sro. I befcech your graces both to pardon me? 

His maieftie hath ftraigbtlygiuen in charge. 

That no man ihall haue priuate conference, 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo, Euen fo & pleafeyour worfhip Brokenhrj, 

You may partake of any thing wefay: 

Wefpeakeno treafon man, we fay the King 
Isivife and vertuous,and his nobleQueene 
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire and not iealous, 

Wefay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

Acherry lip, a bonny eye, a pafling pleafing tongue: 

And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle tolkes.- 
How fay you fir,can you deny all this i ' 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my felfe haue nought to do. 

< 7 / 0 . Naught to do with Miftrelfe Shore , 1 tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naughtwith her, exceptingone, 

Were beft he do it fecretly alone. 

Bro. What one my Lord? 

Glo, Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray me? 

Bro. 1 befeech your Grace to pardon me,and withallfor- 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (bearc 

Cla. We know thy charge Brohcnhury, and will obey. 

Glo * We are the Queenes ^bieds and muft obey. 
Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

And whatfoeuer you will imploy me in, 

Were ittocall KingA^^^widdow After, 

A 3 TwiU 








290 300 





TbeTiagedic 

I will pcrforme ittoinfranchife you, 

Meanetime this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 
Touchesme deeper then you can imagine, 

Cla . I know it pleafeth neither of v s well. 
git,, Well.your imprifonment (hall not be long, 

I will deliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla , I mu ft perforce/arewell. Exit Cla, 

Qlo , Gotreadthepath>thatthou (halt nere returns, 
pimple pla ne Clarence , I do loue thee fo, ^ 

That lvMllihortly fendthyfouleto heauen, 
if heauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But w ho comes heere.the new dcliuered Haftingsi 
Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo, As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcome to this openaire, 

How hath your Lord (hip brookt imprifonmentj 
Haft. With patLence(noble Lord)as prifoners mufti 
But I fliall liu e my Lord to giue them thanks. 

That w ere the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Glo, Mo doubt, nodoubt, andfo (hall Clarence too. 

For they that were your enemies, are his, 

And hauepreuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft, More pittiethat the Eagle fhould be mewed, 

While Kites and Buzzards prey at libcrtie, 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 

The King is fickly,weake and melancholy, 

And his Phifitions feare him mightily. 

Glo. Now by St. Paul this neewes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an euill dir tlong. 

And ouermuchconfumed his Roy all perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to bethoughtvpon, 

W hat.is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. , ^ * 

Glo . Go you before, and I will follow you. Exit Haft- 

He cannot liuc 1 hope, and muft not die 
Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen, 
lie in to vrge his hatred moreto Clarence, Wltn 
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of Richard the Third, 

With lyes w ell fteeld with weightie arguments, 

And if I fade not in my deepemtent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue : 

Which done, God take King Edvard to his mercy, 

And leaue the world for me to builell in: 

For then He marry Warwicks y ongeft daughter. 

What though 1 kild her husband and her father. 

The readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father: 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horle to Market: 

Clarence ftill breathes, iWwwrci ftillliues and raignes, * 

When they are gone, then muft 1 count my gaines. exit. 

Enter Lady Ame } rviththe hearfe of Harry the 6, 

Lady Anne. Setdowne,fet downe your honorableTord, 

If honor may be Ihrowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft I a while obfequioufly lament 
Thevntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter. 

Poore key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale afties of the houfe of Lancafter , 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Beitlawfullthat I inuocatethy Ghoft, 

To heare the lamentations of poore i Anne, 

Wife to thy Edwardjo thy flaughtcred fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes : 

Loe,in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpclcfle blame of my poore cyesi 
Curft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Curft be the heart, that had the heart to do it, 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch. 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee ; 

Then I can wifti to Adders>Spiders,T oads, 

Or any creepingvenomdething that Hues. 

If euer he hauechild, abortiue be it. 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whole vgly and vnnaturall afpeft 
May fright hopefull mother at the view. 




TheTragedie 

If suer he haue wife, let her be mad: 

As miferable by the death of him. 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertley with your holy load 
Taken from'TWmo be interred there; 

And ftillasyouareawearie otthe waight. 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Henries coixk. 

Enter Glofter , 

Glo.Suy you that beare the coarfe,and fet it downc. 

La. What blacke Magitian coniures vp this fiend , . . 

To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo, V illaine,fet downe the coarle,or by St.P anl, 
lie make a coarfe of him that difobey es. 

- Gen , Stand backe and let the Coffin patfe. 

Glo. Vnmanner'd dog.ftand thou when 1 command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

/ Or by Saint TWjle ftrike thee to my foote, 

And fpurnevpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraid? 

Alas, 1 blame you not for you are mortall, 

A nd mortall eyes cannot endure the diuell. 

Auant thou fearefull minifter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall bodie. 

His foule thou can ft not haue, therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charitie.be not lo curft. 

La. Foule diuell for Gods fake hence & trouble /snot, 
For thou haft madethe happie earth thy hell: 

Fil’d it witheurfing cries anddeepe exclaimes. 

If thou delighc-toview thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this pafterne ofthy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afrefh. 
Blufh.bulfli, thoulumpe of foule deformitic. 

For tis thy prefence that exhales thisblood, 

From cold and emptieveynes where no blouddwels. 
Thy deed inhumaine and vnnaturall, 

Prouokcs this deluge moftvnnaturall. 

Oh God,v\ hich this blood mad’ft.reucnge his death: 

Oh earth, which this bloud drink’ft.reuenge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murtherer dead, 
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of Richard the Third. 

Orcarth gape open wide, and eatc him quicke, 

Asthoudidft fwallow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hel-gouernd armc hath butchered. 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules ofeharitie, 

^hich renders good for bad.bleftings forcurfcs, 

La. Villanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 

beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittre, 

Glo. Bull know none.and therefore am ho beaft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels arc fo angry, 
Youchfafc dcuinc perfedion of a woman, 

Ofthefefuppofed euils to giuc mcleaue, 

Bycircumftancc buttoacquite my felfe. 

La. vouchfafe defufed infedion of a man. 

For thefc knowne euils, but to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my felfe. 

La, Fohler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

git. By fuch difpaire 1 (hould accufe my felfe. 

La. And by difparing (houldft thou fland excufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft, vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 (lew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they arc, and diuelilh fiaue by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliue. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throatthou lyeft. Quecne Margret (aw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoaking in his blood, 

Thewhich thou once didft bend againft her breft, 

But that thy brother beate afide the poy nt. 

Glo. Iwas prouokedby her (landerous tongue 
Which laide their guiftvpon my guiltldTelhoulders. 

La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie minde. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought: but butcheryes. 

Oidft thou not kill this K ing ? Glo. I grant yee. 

B La. 



i 




240 



250 260 




270 280 290 300 






TbcTragcdic 

jUJDoeft graunt me hedgehog, then God graunt me toe 
Thouroaieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, mild, and vet tuous. 

CVff.The fitter forthe King of heauen that hath him. 

La, He is in heauen, where thou lhaltneuer come. 
Glo.Ut him thanke me that holpetofend him thither, 
For he was fitter forthat place then earth. 
Z^.Andthouvnficforany place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place elfc,if you will heare me name it. 
jLa.Some Dungeon. Glo, Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieu. 

Glo. So will it Madame, till 1 lie with you. 

La. Ihopcfo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Ladie ^nne, 

Toleaue thiskind incounter ofourwits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode .• 

Is not the caufer of the time-lelTe deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner l 

La. Thcu artthecaufc,and mo ft accurft effect. 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufeofthat effeft. 

Your beauie which did haunt mein my fleepe, 
Tovndertake the death of all the world, 

So I might reft that houre in your fweetc bofonae. 

£ 4 . If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fliould rend that beautie from their cheekes. 

Glo . Thefe eyes could ncuer indurefweet beauties wrack, 
You fliould not blemifh them if 1 ftood by : 

As all the world is cheared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is roy day, nly life. 

La. Blacke night ouerlhad thy day,and death thy life. 
Glo. Curfe not thy felfcfaire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrell mod vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you. 

L<t . It is a quarrell iufl: and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Did it to laclpc thee to abetter husband. 
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of Richard the Third. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo Go too,he liues that loues you better then he could. 
£,.Namehim. Glo. Plantagenct. 

La. Why what was hee i 

Glo. The felfefame name, but one of better naturq, 

£ 4 . Where is hee? 

Glo. Heere. Shoe ftitteth at him. 

Why doeft thou fpit at mce i 
La. Would it were mortal! poyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Ncuer came poyfon from io fweetc a place. 

£/t.Ncuer hungpoyfon on a fowler toade. 

Out of my fight, thou doeft infed my eyes. 

(J/tf.Thinc eyes fweete Lade haue infeded mine. 

La. Would they were Baflliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

GloX would they were, that I mightdie at once, 

For now they kill me with a liuing death : 

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait tcares, 
shamed their afpeft with ftore of childifh drops, 

I neuer fued to friends nor enenjie. 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete ioothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofde my fee : 

My proud heart fucs, and prompts my tongue to fpeakc, 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this (harpe pointed fword, 

Which if thou plcafe to hide in this true bofome, 

And let the foule forth that adoreth thee .* 

Ilaie it naked to thy deadly ftroake: 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay, doc not pawle,twas I that kildyour husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me .* 

Nay now difpatch.twas Ithat kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face thatfet me on : Here fie It tt 

T ake vp the fword againe, or take vp me. faUthefioord. 

£<j.Arife dilTembler,though I wiln thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill my fclfe,and I will doe it. 

La. I haueaireadie. 

B * GU. 
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The Tragedie 
Qta. Tu(h,that was in the rage : 

Soeake it asaine,andeuen with the word, 

T&at hand which for thy Louc did kill thy Louc, 

Shall for thy louc, kill a farre truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou (halt by accellarie. 

La. 1 would 1 knew thy heart. 
t?^.Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. 1 feare roe both arc falle. 

Glo. Then neuer man was true. 

La. Well) well, putvp your fword. 

Glo . Say then my peace is made. 

La. T hat (hall you know hereafter. 

Glo ♦ But 1 (hall liuein hope. 

La. All men I hope liue fo. 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take, is not to giue. 

Glo. Looke how this ringincompalleth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy breft inclofeth me poorc heart. 

Were both of them,for both ofthem are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirme his happinefleforeucr. 

L<*. What is it? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thefe fad deligncs 
To him that hath more caufc to beamoutner. 

And prcfcntly repaire to Crosbie place, 

Where,after I haue folcmnely enterred 
At ChertfieMonaftcriethis noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

1 will with al expedient dutiefceyou i 
For diuer$vnknownerea(bns,l bcfeech you. 

Graunt me this boone. 

La. With al my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

T o fee you are become fo penitent : 

Tretlilland Bartly,goe along with me. 

Glo . Bid mefarewell. 

La. Tis more then youdeferue : 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 

Imagine 1 haue faid farewell alreadie. 



Exit. 






of Richard the Third. 

<7/ff.Sirs,take vp theccurfe. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo No: t© white Fryers : there attend my cotnming. 

Was eucr woman in this humour woed l Exeunt. Manet qio. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 
lie haue her,but I will not kcepe her long. 

What I that kild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extrearoeft heate : 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witneffe of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confcicnce, and thefe barresagainftme y 
And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 
But the plaine Diuell and dilfembling lookes, 

And yett to win her all the world to nothing ? Hah i 
Hath (he forgot already that brauePrincc 
Edward, her Lord,Whome I fome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxhury? 

A Tweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalit ie of nature : 

Yong,valiant,wife,and no doubt rightroy all, 

The fpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will (he yetdebafe her eyes on me. 

That cropt the golden prime of thisfwccte Prince, 

And made her widdow to a wocfull bed ? 

On me, whofe al not equals Ed wards moity. 

On me that halt,and am vnfhapcn thus ? 

My Dukedome t« be a beggerly denier, 

I doe mi flake my perfon all this while. 

Vpon my life (he finds, although 1 cannot 
My felfe, to be amaruadous proper man, 
lie be at charges for a Looking-glalle, 

And entertaine fome (core or two of tailors 
„ To (ludie fafhions to adore my body, 

Since lam crept in fauour with my fclfe, 

I will main taine it with alittlecoft. 

But fid lie turnc you fellow in his graue. 

And then rcturne lamenting to my louc. 

Shtneour fairefunne,till l haue bought aglatle, 
Thatlraay fee my (haddow as 1 patle.. Exit. 

B 3 Enter* 
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Enter Qnecne.Loid R^eertand Gray. 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieftie, 
Will foone rccouer his accuftomedhealth. 

Gray . In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfc, 
Thefforc for Gods Take entertaine good comfort, 

And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words, 

J>#.U he were dead,what would betide ofmei 
Ri. No other harme but Ioffe of fuch a Lord. 

The Ioffe of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

Gray. The heauens haue blcft you with a goodly fonne. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

£)u . Oh he is yong,and his minoritic 
Is put vnto the truft of Rich. Gloucefter, 

A man that loues not mc.nornoncofyou. 
iii.lt is concluded he (hall be Protedor ? 

<9#.lt is determined, not concluded yet. 

But fo it muft be if the King mifearrie. Enter Ruck: Darby. 
GV.Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc.Qood time of day vnto your royall grace. 

Bar. God make your Maieftie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
j?#.The Counteffe Richmond good roy Lord of Darby, 
Toyour good prayers will fcarcely fay, ^irncu : 

Yet Darby, notwithftanding ihees your wife. 

And loues not me, be you good Lord affured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar. I bcfccch you either not beleeue 
The enuious {launders ofher accufers, 

Or if fhe be accufcd in true report, 

Beare with her weakcneffe,which 1 thinkc proceeds 
From wayward fickneffe,and no grounded malice. 
iii.Saw you thelCingtoday my Lord Darby ? 

Bar.Hut now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifitiog his Maieftie. 

<2 *: What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
i?»c.Madame,good hope, his graccfpeakcs chearfully. 
^.God graunt him health, didyou confer with him i 
Madam we did: He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt thcDuke of Glocefter and your brother s, 
^ndbetwxt them and my Lord Chamberlaine, 




ofRidhard the Third, 

And lent to warnc them ot his royall prefence. 

®u. Would all were well, but that will neuer be. 

I {care our happineffe is at the higheft. Enter g/ocejber. 

Clo , They doe me wrong, and 1 will not indure it. 

VVho are they that complaines vnto the King i 
That I forfooth am fterneloue them not : 
gy wholy Fault hey loue his grace but lightly 
That HU his ear es with fuch diffentious rumors t 
gecaufe I cannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces, fmooth,deceiue and cug, 

Duckc with French nods,and apifli courtefie, 

I muft be held a rankerous enemic. 

Cannot a p'ainc man liue and thinke no harme, • 

But thus in fimpla truth muft beabufde 
Byfilkenflie infinuatinglackes 1 
Ri.To heme in this prefence fpeakesyour grace? 
qia . To thee that haft nor honeftienor grace. 

When hauc I iniured thee, when donethee wrong. 

Or thee, or thee, or any of your fadion l 
Aplague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
fWhome God preferue better then you would wifh) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 

Butycu muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Brother of Glocefter, you miftake the matter % 

The King of his owne royall difpfition. 

And not prouokt by any futer eife, 

Aymingbelifce at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward adions fhewes it felfc, 

Againft my kindred, brother,andmy felfe : 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The grounds ofy our ill will, and to remoueit. 

Glol cannot tell, the world is grownefo bad, 

Thatwrens may prey whcreEagles dare notpearch. 

Since euery lacke became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made alacke. 

j^.Come, came, we know your mcaningbrothcr Glo 
You enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need o{ you. 

G&Meane time, God grant that we haue need ofyou : 
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ThcTragedie. 

Our brother is imprifoned by your meanes, 

My felfe difgraccd^nd thcNobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotion* 

Are dayly giuen to eno ble thofe. 

That fcarce fomc two dayes fince were worth a noble, 
gu. By hun that raifde me to this carefull height, 

From that contented hap which 1 enjoyed, 

I neuer did inccnfe hisMaieftie 

Agatnft the Duke of Clarence, but haue beene 

A n earned aduocate to pleade forhim. 

JMy Lord, you doe me fliamefull iniuric, 

Falfely to draw me in thefe vilefulpeds. 

glo. You may denie that you were not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 

Kin. She may my Lord, 

Glo. vShe may,L. Riuers,why who knwes not lo ? 

Jhe may doe more fir then denying that : 
iShcmay helpe you to many.faire preferments. 

And then denie her aydinghand therein,. 

^nd lay thofe honours on your high deferts, * 

What may ihee not i (he may, yeamarriemay flic, 

Riu. What marriemaylhe. ? 

Glo. Whatmarry m^y (he i marry with a King 
A batchcler,a handfomc (tripling too. 

I wis your Grandam bad a worfer match. 

Jj>H. My L. of Glocefter.I haue too long borne 
Yotir blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter (coffes. 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

Withthofe grolfe taunts I often haue indured. 

1 had rather be a country feruantmayd, 

Then agreat Qneene with tjiis condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned, and baited at, Entorju. 

.Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. 

g. Mar. And lefned be that fmall, God 1 bcfeech thee, 

Thy honour,ftate,and fcate is due to me. 

Gb. What? threatyou me with telling theKingO 
Tell him and (pare not,looke what I fayd, 

I will auoch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpcake,when paines arequitc forgot. ^ ^ 



of Richard the Third, 

Oh. Aiar* Out diucl,I remember them too well, 

Xhou dewed my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at T cwxburie. 

glo. Ere you were Queene, yea or your husband king, 

1 was a pack*hor(e in his greataffaircs. 

A weederout of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberal! rewardcr of his friends .* 

To royalize his blood 1 fpilt mineowne. 
j£#,A/ 4 r.Yca,and much better blood, then his or thine. 
Gig, In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 

We refattious for the houfcofLancader : 

And Riucrs.fo were you. Was not your husband 
InMargarets battaile at Saint Albons fiaine : 

Let tnc put in your mind, if yours forget. 

What you haue been ere now, and what you are : 
Withall,what 1 haue been, and what 1 am. 

(jht. tjkar.h. murtherous villaine,and (b (till thou art. 
Glo . Poore Clarence did forfakc his Father Warwickc, 

Yea and forfwore himfdfc (which Ie(u pardon.) 

$u,Mar. Which God reuenge. 

g/o. To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne, 

And for his meede(poore Lordjhe is mewed vp: 

1 would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittifulllike mine, 

1 am too childifh foolifh for this world. 

gu.Ater. Hie thee to hell for ihame, and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodoemon, there thy kingdonseis. 

tfi.My Lord of Glocefter in thofe bufic daics. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our Lord, our lawfull King, 

So (hould we now, if you fiiould beour king. 

Glo. If (hould be; I had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

Qu.^Mar.As little ioy(my Lord)as youfuppofc 
You (hould enioy.wcre you this countries king: 
little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 

That I enioy, being the Queenethereof, 

Mar. little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof^ 

For I am (he, and altogether ioylellc. 





TheTragedie 

1 can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall our, 

In (haring outthat which you haue pildfiom me : 

Which ofyou trembles not thatlooke on me? 

If not,that I being Queene, you bow like fubicbls, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quakelike rebels : 

0 gentle vilIaine,doe not turne away. 
f^p.Foule wrinkled witch, wharmakft thou in my fight? 
j 5 W^4.But repetition of what thou hall mard. 

That" v\ ill 1 make, before 1 let thee goe : 

A husband and a fonne thou owed vnto me, 

And thou a kingdome,all ofyou alleagence : 
Theforrowthatl haue, by rightisyours, 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe,is mine. 

cj/o . The curfe me noble father hide on thee.. 

When thou didlt crowne his warlike browes with paper. 
And with thy fcornc drew ft riuers frow his eyes. 

And then to driethen^gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofprettie Rutland : 

His curfes then from bitterneiTc offoule. 

Denounc’d again [l thee, are fallen vponthee. 

And God, not we, hath plagude thy bloo die deed. 

Ott. So iufi is God to right the innocent. 

Haft.O twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe, 

And the mod mercilelle that euer was heard of. 
j?/.T yrants themfelues wept when itwas reported, 
Dcrf.W o man but prophecicd reuengefor it. 
^.Northumberland then prefcnt,wept to fee it. 
gu.Ma. What i were you dialling all before 3 came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

An d tarne you now your hatred all on me l 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much with heauen. 

That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomes lolTc,my woefuH bani foment, 

Could all but anfwer for that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cloud es, and enter heauen ? 

Why then giue way dull clouds to my quickc curfes : 

If not by warrc.by furfetdieyourKing. 

As oyr by murder, to make him a King. 




of Richard the Third. 

Edward thy Ibnne, which now is Prince of Wale*, 
for Edward tuy fon, which was Prince of Wales, 
pie in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfc a Qucene,for me that was a Queene, 

Out liuc thy gloryfokc my wretched felfe j 
Long mail! thou liue to wailetby childrens Ioffe, 
Andfeeanother,as 1 fee thee now 
pecktin thy glorie, as thou art (laid intninc: 

Long die thy happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefc, 
pieneither mothcr,wifc,nor Englands Queeno, 

Riuers and Dorfet, you were Handers by. 

And fo was thou Lord Haftings,when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him. 

That none of you may liue your naturall age. 

But by fome vnlookt acciden t cut off. 
gio, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 

And leaue out theefftay dog,for thou fhalt heare 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftore, ( me. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wilh vpon thee : 

0 let them keepe it till thy finnes beripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace : 

The worme of confcience ftill be^naw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpe A fortraytors whilft thouliueft, 

And take deepe tray tors for thy deareft friends. 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlelfc it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hellof vgly diuels. 

Thou eluifo mark t, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft fealdin thy natiuitie 
The fiaue of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Thou (launder of thy mothers heauiewomb, 

Thouloached iffue of thy fathers loynes, \ 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted,&c.^ 

GU. Margaret. 

Richard. Ha. 

I call the not. 

Glo. Then I crie thee mercy .• for I had thought 

C t Th a* 
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The Tragedie 

Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter names. 

9 uMar . Why fo 1 did>butlookc for no reply : 

O let me mak e the periodto my curie. 

f?/o.T is done by me and ends by Margaret* lelle, 

9u, Thus haue you breathed your curfe againit your 

Poore painted Qucene, v atne flourilh ot my for- 
VVhy ftrewft thou fuger on that botled fpider, (tunc; 
Whofe deadly web infnareth thee about ? 

Foole foole, thou whetft aknite to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come when thou fhaltwilh forme, 

To helpe thee curfe that poifoned bunchoackttoa e. 

Hajh Falfc boadingwoman,end thy frantick curie. 

Leal! to thy harme thou mooue our patience. 

Ou UW.Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mou d mine. 

Ri. Were you well feru’d you would be taught your duty. 
bu.Ma.To ferue me well, you all Ihould doeme dutie. 
Teach metobeyourQueene,and you my (ubiects • 

O fetue me well, and teach your felues that dutie. 

Dorf.Difpute not with her,(he is lunatique. - 

£ht.M. Peace maiftcr Marquelle.you arc malapert, 
Yourfire-new ftampeof honour is fcarcc currant • 

O that your young nobilitiecould iudge. 

What t’ were to loofe it and be miferable ? 

They that hand high.haue many blafts to (hake them, 

.And if they fall they daft themfelues to peeccs. 

Glo . Good counfell marry, learne it,lcarne it Marques. • 
D<w/,lttoucheth you(my Lord)as much as me. 
glo. Yea,and much more,butl was borne fo high, 

OuraierybuildethinthcCaedarstop, 

And dallies with the windc,and fcornes the lunne. 

Jgu.Ma. And turnes the Sunne to (bade, alas, alas, 
Witnes myfunne,noyv in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outfhining beamcs,thy cloudic wrath, 

Hath in eternall darkeneffefoulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our aeiries neaft. 

O God that feeft it'doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 

BuckJchiXic donefor (hame, if not for charitie. 
^».UW.Vrge neither charitie nor fhame to me, ^ 



of Richardthfi Third* 

Vncharitably with me haue y ou dealt, ; 

And (haroefully by you my hopes are butchered, 

Mv charitie isoutrage, life my fhame, 

, n m y fhame lhaUliue my forrowesrage* 

^Marj.Optinccly Buckingham, I wiUkiffc thy hand, 
Inhene of league and amitie with thee ; 

Now faire befall thec,and thy princely houfe, 

Thv garments are not (potted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compalTcof my curfe. 

‘Suck. N or no one here, for curfes neuer paile _ p 

The lips of them that breath them in the aire. - 
0 u.Ma.lle not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 
there awake Gods gentle (leeping peace. 

0 Buckingham beware of yonder dog, . 

Looke when hefawries, he bites, andwhen , he bites, 

His venome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

GkWhat doth (he fay my Lord of Buckingham . 

Suck Nothing that I refpeft my gracious Lortf. 

9 Ma. Whatdocft thoufeorneme for my gentle coun- 
An&toothd the diuell that I warne thee from? W 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow, - • 
e And fay poore Margaret was a Prophetelle : 

Liue each of you, the fubietts of his hate, 
t^ndhe to you, and all of you to Gods. _ • exit. 

HaJl.My haire doth (land on end to heare ner curies. 

jRi#;/4nafodoth mine,l wonder fhees at libertie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her-Bf Gods holy mother. 

She hath had toomucKWf»ttg#nd I repent 
My part thereof that I haUtdonc » 

Haft. 1 neuer did her any to'rny kngwledge. 

Gl«. But you haue all the vantage of thu wrong. 

1 was too hot to doe fomebody good. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: j 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, • ' 3 

C s 
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TheTragedie 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his paiiies, ’ 

God pardon them thatare the caule or it. 

iRw.^vcrtuous and a Criftianlike coniulion. 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

Glo. Sa do I cuer being well aduifed. 

For had I curd, now I had curft my felfc. 

Cat/ Madame, his maieftie doth call for you. 

And for your noble Grace: andyou my noble Lord. 

9u. Catsby.wccome, Lords will you goe with vs, 
^"Madame, we will attend your G rac t. Exeunt cMaS/lt, 
Gb A. doe thee wrong, and firft began to braulc. 

The fecret mifehiefe that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the gricuous charge of ochert • 

Clarence, whome I lndcedhauelaidifidarkenelle: 

I doe beweepe to many fimple guls : 

Namely to Haftings, Darby ^uckin&hani,. 

And (ay it is the Queene.and her allies .11 

That ftirre the K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeueme,andwithallwhct me 
To be reuengedon Riuers,V aughan, Gray. 

But then figb,and with a piece of feripture. 

Tell them that God bids vs to doe gc 
And thus 1 cloath my naked villanie 
With old od endsjftolnc outofholy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when moll I play theDiucIl. 

But foft here comes my Executioners. Enter Executioners. 
How now, my hardy flout refolued mates. 

Are ye not going to defpatck this deed ? , 

Exe.Wc arc my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 

That we may be admitted where he is. , 

Glo. It was well thought* pon,I haue it heerc about me. 
When you haue done,repaicoo£fOsbie place-- 
But iirs,bc fuddaine m the exgsttfion ; 

Withall, obdurate : doe not heate him pleade, , , 

For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhaps 

Mky moueyour hearts to pittie ifyoumarke hup. 

iLe.Tufti.icarc not, my Lord we will not ftand to prate. 

Talkers are no good doers be allured : 

TX7- nnr hands and not GUI tOnfiUCS# 




of Ridhard the Third* 

rt Youreyes drop milfto'nes,when fooles eics drop tears 
Wkeyeu Lads, about your bufinelTe. < Exeunt. 

3 Enter Clarence'Brokenburji 
Bro. Why lookes you Grace lo heauily to day 
Cli Oh, 1 haue paft amilerable night. 



So fuUof difmall terrour was the time . 

Bra. What wasyour dreame : 1 long to heareyou tell it> 
Cla\ Me thought I was imbarktforBurgundie, 

^nd in my company my brother Glocefter, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 

Vpon the hatches, there we looked towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times. 

During the wanes ofYorkcand Lancaster, 

That had befallen v s : as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glofter.ftumblcd,and in (tumbling 
Sn ookeme(that thought to flay him) ouer-boord 
Into the tumbling biHowfis ot the maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what patne it was to drowne, 

What dreadfull noyLe of water in mine eares. 

What vgly fights o( death within mine eyes : 

Me thought Hawathoufandfearcftill wrackes. 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of goldjgrcat Anchors, heapes of pearlc, 
Ineftimable ftones,vnvalued iewels, 

Somclay in dead mens fculs, and in thole holes 
Where.eyes did onceinhabitc, there were crept 
As tvvere in fcorne of eyes,refie<fting gems. 

Which wade the flimie bottoms of the deepe. 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcatcered by. 

Bro. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death. 

To gaze vpon the fecretsof the deepe ? 

Cla. Me thought I had : for ft ill the enuiogs flood 
Kept in my foule,and would not let it foorth. 

To kcepc the empti^vaftjand wandring ayre, ^ 



So full Of Vgly Ugnts, or gau y 
That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

] would not fpend another fuch a nighp, 
Thnufjh t were to buy a world of happie dayes. 



TheTragedie. 

But (mothered it within my panting bulkc. 

Which almoft burft to belch it in the lea, 

Srok; A wakt you not with tbisiore agonic i 
CUr.Q no,my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft of my loule. 

Who pall (me thought)the melancholy flood, 

W ; ith that grim fernman which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetuall night : 

The firft that there did grefcte my flranger foulc, 

Was my great father in law.rcnowned Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what feourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchic atiord falfe Clarence 
And lo hevamlht : Then came wandring by, 

A fhadowlike an Angcll.in bright hairc, 

Dadled in blood, and he fqucakt out aloud, 

Clarenccis comc,falfe,flecting,pcriurd Clarence i - ^ 

That ftabd roe in the field by Texwburie : ^ W 

Seaze on himfuries,take him to your torments^ - 

With that me thought* legion of foulc fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 
Suchhidious cries, that with the very noife, 

1 trembling, wakt, and for afeafonafter. 

Could notbciceue but that 1 was in hell. 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

Brokf No maruell(my Lord)though it affrighted you, 

I promife you,l am afraid to hearc you tell it. 

ChuO Brokenburie, 1 hauc done thofe things, 

Which now beareeuidcnce again ft my foulc, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

3 pray thee gentle keeper ftay by me, 

My foule is heauie.and I faine would fleepe. 

Brok. I will(my Lord) God giue your grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakes fealbns,and repoling how ers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night. 
Princes haue but their tiles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inw ard toyle : 

And for vnfelt imagination, 

They often feelea world of reftle flee arcs : 
Sothatbetwixt your titles,and low names, 



of Richard the Thftel, 

yherc s nothing differs but the outward fame. 
Tbemurtbertrs enter, 

InGods name whatareyou, and how came you hither f 
A^.Iwould fpeake with Clarence, & I came hither on my 

2?r<?. Yea, are ye fobriefe? 0 e S*» 

2 . Exe.O fir, it is better be briefe then tedious, * 

Shew him our Commiflion, talke no more. He rttdttb if, 
Bre. I am in this commanded to deliuer 
The noble Dukeof Clarence to your hands, 

. I will not reafon what'is meant thereby 
Beeaufc I will be guilt leffc ofthemeaning : 

Heerearethe keyes, there fits the Duke a fleepe f , y/i 

Ileto his Maicftic and certifie his Grace, j s 

Thawhus I Haue refignd my place to you, < 

Ext. Do fo,itus a poynt of wifajbme. 

2. What ihallwc flab himashefleepes l 
i. No.thcnhewiUfaytwasdonecowardly 
wheorhe wakes; 

». When he wakes, , , j t 

Why foole ihtf flu# differ wak^ti!ftht‘ihdg«ni^it dajr* r A 
i . Why then he \vflifay w ; c ftabd hifn fleepfng. , ( ' 
siThevrging of that wordWdgeraent, hath bred 
A kind of remorfe in me. 
n'WhaPartthou afraid? 

i .Not to kill' hiitthauing a warrant' for it, but to be damnd 
For killing4itm,from which nowarrantcan defend vs. 
i.Backeto the Duke of Glbffer, tell hifn fo. „ 

I . 1 pray thee ftay awhile,Ihopenly Hpiyhiiimouryvfl! 
Change,twas wont to hold me but while one would tell.xx. 

i . How doll thou feclc thy felfe-now ? (qne 

i. Faith fdmecertainedrcgiofcojffcienceareyet witfiin 
i.Hemcmber ourreward when the deedis done. , (( , 

J. Zounds he dies, 1 had forgot the reward, 

i. Whereisthyconfcicnceriow? 
i.InthcDukcofGlofterspurfe. r Co 

i. fo when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward, 

Thy confcicnce flics out. 
s . Let it goe.thct'Vfcw or none Will cnterfainc jft. 
i« How if it come to thee aeinc? 

D 








XJfcTragedie 

a. lie not meddle with it, k is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot ftcale. 

But it accufcth h‘m,hc cannot ft cale bu t it checks him t 

{^^t ls ablufhing Chamefall fptrit that mutinies' v 
Tna mansboiprne : it fHspnefulM obftaclcs. 

It mademep’ncer.eftorf apeeceofgold that i found. 

It bcggers any m^athat kcepcs it : itis turnd out of all 
Townes and Citties for, a dangerous thing;and euery 
Man that meanes to iiue wcll,cndi uours to truft 
To himfelfc, and to liue without it. 

i.Zoundijit lSjquen now at my elbow, peifwading me 
Motto kill t;c Duke. 

a. Take the deq(!Untby ipin<Je,and belccuehiin not, 

He w ould infinuate W.klltbee to make thee iigh. 

t.Tut.I am ftroo§infraud>bjheeannptptcMailewithme» 
Iwarrantthee. , 

t . Stood like a tall fellow that refpefts his reputation* 

- •• - ' - * * 
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Come (hall wc to this geare? 

i. Take hjm ouer tht^oftatd with, the hiltsofrhy (word. 
And tfien we will chophimii^thc Maiinfey-butinthenext 
a. Oh exccilent deuicc, makcafoppeofhini,. (roomt: 
l. Hark e, he ftirs, (hall I’ftrike? 
i. No, firft lets rcafon with him. - ; . ('/a.avakftfu 

C/a. Where artthcu Keepcr.giue me acup of v\inc. 
i You ftiall haue wioeeoougi;t,my Lo. anone. 

C/h. In Gods name, what art, thou .• 

i t, 

ttsu Bpj notaslam.rp^ll.,;, ■. , ■ r Av\or 
X .Ncsr you as'w e are,loyall. 

■'•C/a. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes arc humble, 
a. My voyCei's no.-, the Kings, my lookesroine owne. 
C/4. Howdarkcly and how deadly d oo ft thou fpeakei - » 
Tell me, who are you ’whereforccomeyou hither/ 1 
Am. To, to, to. ' ' 1 

C/4. To murt her me? Am.L r - 

- C/4.Y0U fcarcely haue the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefo t e c an not hape thehearts to dock, 

Wherein in/ friends baupl offended you? 



ofRichardthcTKird. 

1. Offended vs you haue not, but the King. . 

C/a. I ftiall be reconciled to him againe. - 

s.Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. - ! * 

Clar.tsfrc you cald forth from out a world of men 
Today the innocent ? what is roy offence? 

VVhere are the euidence to accufe me ? ~ 

What lavv full queft haue giuentheirverdi&vp vi\I *% 

Vnto the frowning Iudge, or who pronounc'd 
The bitter fentencc of poore Clarence death. 

Before 1 be conuirt by courfe of law? 

Tothereatcn me with death i&moft vnlawfull : 

Icharge you as you hope to haue redemption, : 

By Chrifts deare blood flied for ourgreeuousfmn^ 

That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deed you vndertakeis damnable. 

1 . What we will doc,wc do vpon command. 

2. And hethat hath commanded fs thcKing. -■* 

(la. ErroneonsvalTaile, the great Kingof Kings/ 

Hath in his Tables of his Law commanded. 

That thou (halt doc no murther,and wilt thou then 

Spume at his edift,andfulfill a mans ? 

Take heed, for he holdes vengeance m bis hands. 

To hurle vpon their heads that breake his Law*. 

2. cx/nd that fame vengeance doth he throw ©a thee* 

For talk forfwearingand for murther too? 

Thou didftrecciuc the holy Sacrament - 

To fight in quarrell of the houfe ofLancaftcr. 

1 . «xfnd like a traitor to the Name of God, 

Didft breake that vow.and with thy trechcrous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy Soucraignes fonne, 

2. Whome thou wert fwornc to cherifti and defend. 

1. How canft thon vrgeGods dreadfulllaw to vs, 

When thou haft broke it in fo dearc degree ? 

C/a. Alas,for whofe fake did 1 that ill deed / 

For Edward, for my brother, for his lake: 

Why firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this# 
for in this fm lie is asdecpeasl. 

If God will be reuengedfor this deede. 

Take not the quarrell from his powerful! arm$. 
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He needs no indireft nor lawful! eowrfe. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him, 
i. Who made thee then a Woody roinifter. 

When gallant fpprwgibraue Planlagtatt, 

The Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee, r<. 

C/ 4 . My brothers louc.the Deuill, and my rage, 

I.Thy brothersloue., the Deuill, and thy faiidt, 

Haue broughtvs hitherinow.to murther thee. 

C4*.Oh, if you loue brother, hate not me, 

I am his brother, and 1 loue him well : 

If you be hirdefern£ed,goel*cke agaiue, 

And I will fend you.toiwy Wither Glocefler, 

Who wilkeward youbetccr for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 
i .You are deceiu’d,y®ur brother Glocefter bates you, 

Cla. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me dear e, t 

Go you to himfrom m*. 

Am. I/owewili. 

C/ 4 .Tell him, when that emr Princely father Yorkc , a 
Blcft his three (banes with his victorious aime .* 

And chargd vs from hisfoulc to loue ! each other. 

He little ttwughtof this diuidediirienddiip, 

Bid Gloceflet thinkeon*his,and hcwillweepc. 

Am. U milffoncs, as helelToned vs to weepe. 

Cla. O, doe not (lander him for he is kind, 
i .Right, as fnow in ha»atft,th6u decetuft thy felfe, 

Tis he that (bpt^Huthdrnow to taurther thee. 

C/a. It cannot be; for whch I parted with him, 

He hugdmein his arraes,and fwore with fobs. 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

a. Whyfo hedotb.now he delitim thee 
From this worlds thtaldome : to the ioyes of heauen, 
i . Make peace with God, for you muff die my Lord. 

Cla. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

To counfell me to make my petoee With God, 

And artthoayetto thy owne fowle fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with Godformurtheringme J 
Ah firs confidcr,he that fet you on 
To docthis deedeywilt hate youfor thisdeede, 

■ ~ a. What 
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2 , What (hall we doe? 

Cla. Relent, and faue your (oules. 
i Relent, tis cowardly, andwomanifh. 

Cla Not to relent.is beaftly,fauagc,and dmdifh. 

My friend,! fpie fomc pittie in your lookes ; 

Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat for me : 

A begging Prince,what begger pitties uot ? 

I thus,and thus : if this will not ferue. He fobs htm * 

He chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roomc, 

,, A bloodie deede,and defprately performd, 

How faine like Pilate would 1 wafli my hand, 

Of this mod gricuous guiltie murder done. 

i Why doeft thou not hclpe me ? 

Bv heauen the Duke (hall know how flacke thou art. 

a.lwould he knew that 1 had faued his brother, 

Take thou the fee,^nd tell him what I fay, 

Pori repent me that the Duke is (laine. 

i . So do not I, goe coward as thou art . 

Now mult 1 hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order forhisbunalb 
And when I haue my meed I muff away, 

Fot this will out, and herelnuiftnotftay. 

Enter Ktng, £^cene- ) Haftings,%f*ers,&c. 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good day es worke, 

You peercs continue this vnited league, 

I cuery day expeft an EmbaflTage 

From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence .* 

And now in peace my foule (hall part to heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friend at peace on earth : 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, 

Diffemblenot your hatred,fweareyourloue. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudging hate, 

And with my hand I feale my true hears loue, 

EM. So tluiue 1 as 1 fwcare the like. 

JOwg.Take heede you dally not before your King, 

Lead he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood,andawatd 

Either of you to be the others end, ^ ^ 
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Haft. So profper 1, as I fweare perfeftlouc. 1 

Rift , And 1 as 1 louc Haftings with my heart. 

Ktn . Mad amc,y o u r ielfc are not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfct, Buckingham, noryou, 

You haue been faftious one againft the other : 

Wife, loue Lord Haftings, let him kills your hand, 
extfnd what you doe,do tt vnfainedly* 

jg*.Here Haftings,! will ncuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriuc 1 and mine. 

Z><v\flYus cnterchange of loue, 1 hereproteft, 

Vpon my part Hull be vnuiolable. 

Ha. And fo fwearc I my Lord. 

JKiw.Now princely Buckingham fcale thou this league, 
With thy embracementto my wiues allies. 

And make me happic in yourvnitie. 

Rue. When cucr Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
Onyou,oryours,butwithalldutiousloue 
Doth cheriih you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe where 1 expeftmoft loue, , 

When 1 haue moft need to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 
Behevntome.Thisdoe I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zcale to you jr y ours. 

Km. t A plealing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here. 

To make the perf eft period of this peace. 

Suter Glocefhr, 

Buc. ^nd in good time here cqmes the noble Duke, 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queenc, 
And princely pcercs,a happie time ofday. 

.KV».Happie indeed, as we haue (pent the day . 

Brother we haue done deedes of charitie: 

Made peace of enmitie, faire loue of hate, 
Betweenethefefwelling wrong incenfedPeercs. 

Glo . A blelTed labour moft foueraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heape,if any here 
§y falfe intelligence, or wrong furraife, 

Hold 
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Holdme.afoe,if I vnwtttingly or in my rage, 
jlaue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in thisprclencc, 1 delire 

To reconcile me to his friendly peace, ; 

Tis death to me to be at enmitie, 

I hate it, and defireall good mens loue, 

Firft Madame,! intreaie peace. ofyou, 

VVhich 1 purchafe with my dotious feruice. 

Of you my noble coufcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lod’gd betwdeneys. 

Ofyou my Lord Riucrs,and Lord Gray ofyou. 

That all without defert haue frown d on me, 

Dukes, Earl*, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed ©fall: 

1 do net know that fenglilh man aliue, 

With whomc my louleis any iotteat oddes ? 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humilitie. 

9u. A holy day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

1 would to G od all ftrifes were well compounded. 

My foueraigne liege 1 do befeechyouMaieftic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

g la. Why Madame, haue 1 offred loue fertbis. 

To be thus feernde in this royall prefcnce l 
Who knowes ncttharthenoble Duke isdeadj 
You doe him iniurie to fcorne his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowes he is? 
j?«. A\\ feeing heauen,what a world is this ? 

^«c.Looke I lo pale Lord Dorfct as the red? 

Dor I my good Lord,and nooneinthisprcicnce, 

But his red cohjur hath forfooke his cheekes. ''S v 

JC'«.Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo. But he(poore foule)by your firft order dide. 

And thata winged Mercury did beare, 

Some tardie criple bore thecountermaund. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graui.t that fome lctfe noble, and lelfe lOyail, 

Neerer in bloody thoughts, but net in blood :• 

Defcrue not worfethen wretched Clarence did, • 

And yet goc currantfrom fufpition, Exttr Darhle, 
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D*r, Aboom (ray foueraigne) for my feruioe done, 

Km, I pray thee peace, my Joule is full of (brow. 

Bar. {will not rife vnletlcyour highnclTe graunt, 

Ki». Then fpcake at once, what it is thou demaundeft ? 

Bar. The forfeit (foucraignc) of my feruants life. 

Who (lew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolkc, 

Kin, Haue I a tongue to doome my brothers death, 

And lhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue-. 

My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought, 

yifnd yet his puniflimcn was cruel! death, , 

Whofuedtomeforhira ?who inmyrage, r,. 

Kneeld at my feete and bad mebe adui(dc s> 

Who fpakc of brother-hood ? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore fo ule did forfake 
The mightie w arwicke,and did fight for me i 
Who told me in the field by Tewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downc,he refeued me, 

>4ndfaid, deare brother, liue and be aKing i 
Who told me when we bothlay in the field. 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lappe me, 

Luen in his owne armes, and g&uc himfclfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night f 
All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waytingvaflailes 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image of our dearc Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon^ ; • t 

And I vnitiftlytoo,muft graunt it you. 

But for my brother,not a man would fpcake, 
Norl(vngracious) fpcake vnto myfelfe- 
For him, poore foule; The proudeftofypu all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once pleade for his life : 

Oh God,l fcare thy iuftice will take holde 
On me,and you, and mine, and your for this, (Exit, 

Come Haflingsjhelpc me to my clofet , oh poore Clarence 
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6$, This is the fruit of rawncftc ; markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Qaeene, 

Loakt pale when they did heareofGlarencc death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

6od will reuengc it. But come |ets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt* 

Enter ‘Dutches ofT orke -with Qarence Children. 
y^.Tcll me good Granam.is our father dead i 
D/tf.Noboy. (bread ? 

2ty.Why do you wringyour hands and beatcyour 
Andcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne i 
Girle, Why do you lookeon vs and lhakeyour head ? 

And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawaics, 

Ifchatour noble father be aliue ? 

But My prittic Cofcns, you miftakemc much, 

Ido lament the ficknefte of the King : 
eAs loth to loofe him,now your fathers dead; 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that's loft. 

"Boy . Then Granam you conclude that he is dead., 

The King my Vnclc is too blame for this. 

God will reuenge it,whomel will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 

But , Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable and fhallaw innocents, 

Y ou cannot gefte who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy, Granam, we can ; for my good Vnclc Glocefter 
Toldme.thc King prouoked by theQueene, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him ; 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheekcs, 

And bad me relie on him as on my father. 

And he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

But . O h that deceit ftiould ftealc fach gentle dupes. 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is,my fonne.y ea and therein my ftiame .* 

Y et from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

•ffoy.Thinkc you my Vncledid ditTemble,Granam 2 
But. I Boy, 

I cannot thinke it,harke, what noifeis this ? 

E Safer. 
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Enter the £)ueene, 

^.Wbo fli all hinder me to waile and wccpc, 
Tochide my fortune, and torment my felfe ? 
lie ioyne with blackc defpaire again ft my felfe, 

A nd to my felfe become an enctnie. 

£>#t.Whatmeanes this fceane of rude impatience i 
JQu.To make an ad of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred i 
Why wither not the leaues,the lap being gone i 
1 f you will liue, lament: if die, be brief e.- 
That ourfwiftwinged foulcs may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new kingdome of perpetuallreft. 

Dut, Ah, fo much intereft haue I in thy forrow. 

As I had title in thy noble husband : 

1 haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And liu d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors ofhis princely fcmblance. 

Art crakt inpeeces by malignant death, 

And 1 for comfort haue but one falfe glafle, 

Which greeues me when 1 fee my fhame in him. 

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee t 
But death hath fnatcht my children from mine armes. 
And plukt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, O what caufe haue I 
Then, being but motitie of my felfe, 

To ouergo t|?y plaints and drownethe cries ? 

Boy . Good Aunt,yeu weept not for our fathers death 
How can we aide you with our kindreds tearcs ? 

cjerl. Our fatherleffe diftrelle was left vnmoand, 
Yourwidowes dolours likewifebc vnwept. 

J2#,Giue me no helpe in lamentation, 

1 am not barren to bring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce their currants to mine eyes, 

That 1 being gouernd by thewatry moane, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world.* 
Oh for my husband, for my heireLo. Edward, 
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JmfotOhfor our father, for our dcare Lo. Ctarence ♦ 
Dut.hXas for both, both min t Edward and Clarence. 

What flay had I but Edward,&ndis he gone ? 
jmh. What ftay had we but Clarence , and is he gone } 
‘But. What ftay had I but they, and they are gone i 
<£n. Was neuer widow, had fo dearealofle. 

Ambo.'Wm euer Orhpanes had a'dearcr lolfe l 
D#r.Was euer mother had a dearer lolfe? 

Alas, I am the mother of thefe moanes, 

Their woes arc parceld,mine are gcnerall: 

She for Edward weepes,and fo d o I : 

I for a Clarence weep e, fo doth not fhe .* 

Thefe babes for Clarence wecpe,and fo do I : 

1 for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me three-fould diftrefh , 

Powrc all your teares,! am your forrowes nurfe. 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter gioficr,mtk 
GVb.Madame haue comfort, all ofvs haue caufe others. 

To waile the dimming of our (hining ftarre : 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother, I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not fee your Gracc,humbly on on my knee 
Icraueyou blefling, 

Z?»r.God bletfe thee, and put meekeneife in thy mindc, 
Loue, charitie, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, make me die a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling.* 
luiarucll why hergrace didleaucit out l 
Buck, You cloudy Princes, and heart forrowing Peeres, 
That bcarc this mutuall heauieload'of moane, 

Now cheare each other,in eachothers loue.* 

Though we haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

We arc to reape the harueft ofhis fbone : 

The broken rancour ofyour high fwolne hearts, 

Butlately fplinted,knit,andioynd together. 

Mu ft greatly be preferu'd,cheri(ht,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that with fome little trainc, ' 

Forthwith from Ludlow theyoung Prince be fetch! 
Hitherto London, to be crownd eur King. 

E * gut 
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£f«.Then be it fo ; and goe we to determine 
Who they lhall be that fhraigbt fhal poft to Ludlow? 
Madame, and you my mother,** you go. 

To giue your cenfures in this waightie bufineiie. 

With all our heart? . Exeunt. manet Glo.Buc^ . 

dusk. MyLord(,svho eueriourneyes to the Prince, 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behind-*. 

For by the way lie fortoccafion, 

As index to the ftorie v/e lately talkt off> 

To part theQueenesproud kindred from the king* 

GhMy other felfe.my counfels confiftorie. 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Cofen ; 

j like a child will goe by thy diredion: 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not (tay behindc. Exit, 
Enter two Cittiaens, 

i.Cit. Neighbour well met,whither away fo fall l 
i.Cit.l promife you,l fcarcclv know my felfe. 
i .Heare youthenewes abroad? 

2.1,that the King is dead. 

i. Bad ncwesbirlady.feldomecomesthe better, 

I feare, I feare, twillprooue a troublefome world. Enter urn. 

3 .Ctf.Good morrow neigllbours. ther Cit. 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death ? 

».I t doth. 3 .Then raaifters looke to fee a troublous world, 
i .No, no, by Gods grace his fonne (hall raigne. 

3 , Woe to that lan d thats gouernd by a childc. 
a.In him there is a hope of geuernment. 

That in his nonage, counfell v ndcr him, 

And in his full and ripened y cares, himfclfc, 

No doubt fhallthen,and till then goucrnewell. 

1.50 flood the ftate when Harry the fixt 
Was crown d at Paris, but at nine moneths old. 

3 .Stood the flatefo ? no good my friend not fo, 

For then this land was famou fly cnricht 
With politike graueceunfcll : then the King 
Had vertuous Vncles t© proteft his Grace. 

2. 50 hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 .Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were noneat all : 
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-v _ emulation now, who fha’l be ncareft, 

Which touch vs all too neare if God preuent not, 
OhMIofdangtr i, ,he Duke of GloceBer 
A nd the Queenes kindred hau tie and proude. 

And were they to be midland not rule, 
n-i,i« ficklv land might folace as before, 
a Come,corae,we teare the worft , all lhall be well. 

When clouds appeare,wife men put on their cloakes. 
When great leases fall, the winter is at hand : 

When thelun fets, who doth not lookefor night l 
Vntimcly ftormes make men ex ped a dearth; 

4^11 men be well: but ifGodlortitfo, 

Tis more then we defender I expert. 

, .Truly the foules of men are full of dreads 

Ye cannot almaft reafon with a man 
Thatlookes not hcauily and full of feare. 

j, Before the times ofchange.ftill is it fo ; 

By a deuine inftinft mens mindes miftruft 
Enfuing dangers.as by proofc we fee. 

The waters (well before a boy ftous llorme . 

But leaue it all to God : whither away ? 

a.We arc fent for to theluftice. 

3 .And fo was 1 , lie beare you company . Exeunt, 
Enter Cardinally Dutches ofr*rke,gu.yong lorke. 

Car. Laft night 1 heard they lay at Northampton, 

At Stoniftratford will they be to night, 

To morrow or next day they will be heere. 

T)ut. 1 long withall my heartro fee the Prince, 

1 hope he is much growne £ncc laft 1 faw him. 

I heave no, they fay myfaonne of \ orke 
Hath ouertane .h I m in his gi owth , 

7 or. 1 mother, but 1 would not haueitfo. 

But. Why, my yongCoufin it is good to grow. 
7or.Granam,one night as we did lit atfupper, 

My Vncle Riuers talkt how I did grow 

More then my brother. I quoth my Vnclc Gio* 

Small hearbs haue grace, great weeds grow apace : 

Aad fince me thinkes 1 would not grow (o fait- 
Bccaufefwecte flowers arc (low, and weedcs nva-ce hau. 

E 3 
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.Good faith, good faith i the fayingdid not hold, 

In him that did obieft the fame to thee : 

He was the wrctchedft thing when he wasyong, 

So long a growing and fo leilurely, 

That if this wcrearulc,heihould be gracious. 

O'. Why Madame, fo no doubt he is, 

Dwf.Ihopefo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tcr.Now by my troth if I had been remembred, 

1 could haue giucn my Vncles Grace a flour, (minjt. 

That fliould hauc ncerer touebt his growth then he did 
But . How my prettic Yorke i I pray thee let me hcare it. 
Tor. Marry they fay .that my Vncle grewfo faw. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old ; 

Twasfull two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Gwmam,this would haue beene a prittie ieft. 

‘Dm. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who told thee fo? 
Tor.Granam, his Nurfe. 

£>«r.Why,fhe was dead crethou wert borne. 

Tor. If twerc not Hk,I cannot tell who told me. 
f)u, A perillous Boy : go too : you are too ftirewd. 

CV.G ood Madame be not angry with the child. 
Jh^f.Pitchers haue eares. Enter Dorfet, 

Car.Htrc comes yourfonnc,Lord Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Z)cr.Such newes.my Lord,asgricues me tovnfold. 
J£«.How faresthe Prince? 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

But. What is the newes then ? 

Dor.Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray,arefent toPomfrct, 
With them, .Sir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 

But. Who hath committed them ? 

Dor, The mightie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
Car. For w hat off ence ? 

Dffr.Thc fummeof all I can, I haue difclofed : 

Why, or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady, 
i Jiht. Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houfc, 

The Tygcr now hath ceazdthe gentle Hindc : 

Intuiting tyrannie brgins to iet B 
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Vpon the innocent and lawleffe throane : 

Welcome deftrudlion.death and malTacre. 

1 fee as in aMappctheend of all. 

But. Accurfed and vnquietwrangling daies, 

How many of you hauc mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get thecrowne. 

And often v p and downe my fonnes were toft 
for me to ioy and wcepe their gaine and Ioffe 
And being feated, and domeftickc broyles 

Cleancouerblowne,themfekiestheconquerours, 

Make war vpon themfdues, blood again!! blood 
Selfe again ft felfe.O prepofterous 
And franktice outrage, end thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to lookc on death no more. 
j57#.Come,come 3 my boy,we will to i’andijarie. 

But, lie goe along with you. 

^.You haue nocaufe. 

CarMy gracious Lady, go. 

And thither bare your treafure and your goods, 

Forniy parr,lle refigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale 1 kccpe,andfo betid to me, 

As well I tender you,and all of yours : 

Come ile conduct you to the San&uarie. Exeunt , 

The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince jhe Duke of 

(jlofter jand Buckingham , Cardinally &c, (ber. 

Welcome fvveetePrinceto London to your cham- 
Glo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne: 

The weary way hath made you melancholic. 

Prin. No Vnclc,but our crolTes on the way, 

Haue made it tcdious,wearifom,and heauie : 

I want mo re V ncles here to welcome me. 

GA.SweetcPrince, the vntainted venue of your yeare*, 
Haue not yet diued into the w orlds deceit : 

Nor more can youdiftinguilh of a man. 

Then of his outward Grew, which God he know es,. 

Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofc Vndeswhichyou want, were dangerous. 

Your grace attended to their fugred words, 

Butlookt noton the poyfon oftheir hearts: 
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God kecpe you from them, and from fuch falfe friends, 
Prin, God kccpe me from falfe friends, but they were none. 
Glo. My Lor d,the Maior of London comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Maior. 

ic.^Godbleifeyour Grace,with health and happie daics. 

Pm.Ithankeyou good my Lo. and thanke you all, 

1 thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long eie this hauc met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a ilug is Haflings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.Hrf. 

Pwc^Andin good time here comes the fweating Lord. 
prin. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come $ 
Haft. On what occation God he knowes,not I; 

The Quecne your mother, and your brother Yorke 
Hauetaken Sanduarie; The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to meete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Bnc. Fie, what an indirect and petuiih courfe 
3s this ot hers J Lord Cardinal!, will your Grace 
Perfwadc the Queeneto fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely brother prefently ? 

If (he denie,Lord Haflings go with them, 

And from her iealous armes pluckc him perforce. 

Car My Lo.ofBuckingham,ifmy weakcoratoric 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon exped him hcere : but if flic be obdurate 
To mildc entreaties, God forbid 
Wefliould infringethe holy priuiledge 
Of blefled Sanduaric not for all this laud, 

Would I be guiltie of fo great afmnc. 

Buck. You are too fenceletfe obftinate my Lord, 

Too ceremonious andtraditionall. 

Weigh it but with the greatnefle of this age. 

You breakc not Sanduane in feazing him; 

The benefitthcreof is alwaies granted 

To thofc whofc dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofewho haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued it, 

Jnd therefore in mine opinion cannot hauc it. 
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Then take him from thence that is not there, 

You breakc no priuiledge nor charter there* 

Oft haue I heard of Saduarie men, 

But Sanduarie children neuer till now. 

Car. My Lord ,y ou fliall oucr-rulemy mind for once# 
Come on Lord Haflings, will you goe with me ? 

Ha(t. I goe my Lord. Exit. Car. & Haft 

Prt.Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you may. 

Say Vncle Glocefterj four brother come, 

Where Ihall we foiourne till our Coronation 2 
Glo. Where it thinkft belt vnto your royall fclfe ; 

If I may counfell you, fome day or two 
Your highnelle fliall repofe you at the Tower ; 

Then where you pleafeand fliall be thought mod fit 
For your befl health and recreation, - 
Pri, I doe not like the Tower of any place : 

Did Iulius Cajer build that place my Lord 2 
’Buck. He did,my gratious Lo. begin that place. 

Which fince fucceding ages haue reedified. 

Prin , Is it vpon recorder elfe reported 
Sueefliuely from age to age he built it 2 
Buckftf pon record my gracious Lord. 
jP«».Butfay my Lord it were notregiflred, 
Methinkesthe truth fliould liue from age to age. 

As twere retaild to all poftcritie, 

Euen to the gcnerall ending day. 

(jlo.So wife,fo yong, they fay do neuer liue long. 

Pm.Whatfay you V ncle 2 

Glo. I fay, without Caraders fame lines long : 

That like the formall vice,iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prin. Thit Iulius Caftar was a famous man. 

With what his valourdid inrich his wit. 

His wit let downc to make his valour liue: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conqaerour. 

For now he Hues in fame, though not in life : 
lie tell you what my Coufen Buckingham. 

Bucl^ What my gracious Lord 2 
’Erin. And if I liue vntilll be a man, 
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11c winne our ancient right in France againe. 

Or dye a fouldier as 1 liu d a King. 

Clo. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter Jong Y< orke . Hafiings, C ardin ill. 

Sue, Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York «* 
Prut, Richard oi Yorke, how fares our noble brother; 

Ter .Well my deare Lord : fo mud 1 call you now. 

« Trin . 1 brother to our gnefe,a$ it is yours ; 

Too late lie dide that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Glo.How fares ourcoufen noble Lo.of Yorke } 

Yor.I thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that I dle weeds are faft in growth ; 

ThcPrince my brother hath out growne roc farre, 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Yor. And therefore is he idle ? 
t/Vo.Oh my faire coufen,! muft not fay fo. 

7ir.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

<?A».He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Yor.I pray you V ncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litlecoufen,with all my heart. 

Prin.A begger brother? 

Yor, Of my kind V ncle that I know will giue. 

And bcingbutatoy,which is no gift to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, ile giue my cofcn. 

Yor. A greater gift ? O thats the fword too it. 
g/o. I gentlecofen,were it light enough. 

Yor.Q then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In w eightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Yor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

G/o. What, would you haue my weapon little Lord ? 

Yor. I would that I might thanke you as you call me* 

Glo, Mow ? Yor. Li tie. 

Prin * My Lo : of Yorke mil ftill be croile in talke; 

Vncle your grace knowes howtobearewithhim. 

Yor . You mean e to b eare mc,not to bcare with roe : 
Vncle, roy brother raockcs both you and me, ^ 
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Becauftthat I amlitle likean Apt. 

He thinkes that you lliould bcare roc on your fliouldcrs 
Bhc. With what a lharpeprouided wit he realon*, 

To mittigatc thefcornehegiuc his vncle ; 
fie pretely and aptly taunts hirofelfe: 

So cunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

Clo . My Lo; wilt pleafe you paife along ? 

My felfe and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To mcetyou at the T ower,and welcome you. 

Yor. What will you goe vnto theTowcr my Lord ? 
pritt. My Lord Protctl.r will haue it fo. 

Yor.I ihallnot fleepei n quiet at the Tower. 

OVo. Why , what fliould you feare l 
Tor.Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granana told mehewas murdredthere. 

<Prm, I feare no vnclcs dead. 

G/<?.Nor none that liuc, I hope. 

Prin. And if they liue, I hope I need not feare. $ 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt. Prin.Yor.Hajl.'Dorfmanet.BiJlj.Buc. 

2?#e\Thinke you my Lo ; thislitieprating Yorke, 

Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and fcornc you thusopprobrioufly? 

Glo.Nd doubt,no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy. 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

2?#r.WelUet themreft ; comehither Gatesbj, 

Thou art (worneas deepely to eifeft what we intend, 
o*4s elofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpontheway s f 

What thinkeft thou, is itnot an eaGe matter 
To make William L. Hafiings of our minde, 

For the mftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcatetoyallofthis famous Ile ? 

Catef. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonneto ought againft him. 
tfwc.What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he ! 

F % Cat 








10 






60 




90 







270 280 290 300 







The T ragedie 

Cat , He will doe all in all as Haftings doth. 

£#r.Well,then n© more but this : 

Go gentle (ftatesbjjssd as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haftings how he ftands affeded 
Vnto our purpofc,lf hebe willing. 

Encourage him, and (hew him all our reafons ? 

Ifhe be leaden, Icie, cold, vnwilling, 

Be ihou To too: and fo breake off your talkc. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination. 

For we to morrow hold dcuided counfds, 

Wherein thy felfe (halt highly be employed. 

(7/o.Commend me to Lord William, teH him Catesbj 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caflle, 

And bid my friends for ioy ofthis good newes, 

Giue gentle MiBris Shore ^ one gentle kille the mpre. 

Steely Good Catesbj effed this bufinetrefoundly. 

('at, My good Lords both : with all the heede I may. 
G/tf.Shall we heare from you Catesbj ere we fleepe ? 

Cat . You (hall my Lord. Exit Catesbj, 

Clo. At Crosby place, there (hall you findevsboth. 

Buck ± Now my Lord, what lhallwe do,ifweperceiue 
William Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our complots ? 

C/o.Chopoffhis head man/ome what we will do. 

And looke when I am King, claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Hertford and the mooueables. 

Whereof the King my brother flood poffefl, 

£uck.l\e claime that promifeat your Graces hands. 

Cjlo, And looke to hauc it yeclded w ith w illingnelfe. 
Gomalet vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fome forme. Exeunt. 
Enter a meffenger to Lord Haftings . 

Mejf. What ho my Lord. 

Haft, Who knocks at the coorc ? 

Me ft. A melfenger from the Lord Stanlej, Enter L. Haft » 

Haft. Whats a clocke i 

Meftf. Vpon the flrokeoffourc. 

Haft.Qzxmot thy maifter fleepe the tediousnights l 

Mcft.So it fliould feeme by that 1 hauc to fay.; 

• — Firrf 
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Firfl he commends him to your noble Lordlhip. 

Haft, And then.c^/.txfnd then he fends you word. 

He dreamt to night, the Boare had caft his helme ; 

Befidcs he fayes, there are two counfels held. 

And that may be determined at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rew atthc other. 

Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhips plcature 
If orefcntly you will take horfe with him, 

And with all fpeedc poll into the North, 

Tolhunthe danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go,returne vnto thy Lord : 

Bid him not feare the feparated councels : 

His Honour and my felfe are attheone, 

And at theother is my feruant Catesbj : 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof lfhall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow,wantinginftancie» 

And for his dreames, I w onder he is fo fond, 

Tottuft the mockerie ef vnquiet flumbers. 

To flye the Boarc before the Boare purfue vs, 

Wcreto mcencethc Boare to follow vs, 
t/fnd make purfuite where hedid meanc no chafe. 

Go, bid thy maiflcriifc and come tome, 

Andwewill both together to theTower, 

Where he (hall fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly, 

Afe/My graciousLord,Ile tell him whatyou fay, 

Enter (atesbj to L. Haft mgs. 

^tf.Many good morrowestomy noble Lord. 

Haft. Good morrow Catesbj-. you are early Birring, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering Bate ? 

CW.Itis arcelingworldindcedemy Lord, 

And I beleeue t\Vi!l neuer Band v pright 
Till Richad weare the Garland of the llealme. 

Haft. Who / w care the Garland ? doefl thou meane the 
Cat. I my good Lord. (Crownc } 

Haft. He hauc this crowne of mine, cut from my Ihoul- 
Ercl wiil fee the Crownc fo foule mifpiafle: (ders, 

But canff thou gclfe that he doth ay me at it ? 

Cat, Vpon my life my L. and hopes to findeyou forward 
p j Vpon 
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Vpon his party for the game thereof, t 

And thereupon he fends you this good newes s 
That this (amc very day,your enemies, 

The kindred of theQueene,muft die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this newes, 

Because they hauc becne ftill mineenemies : 

Burthat lie giuc my voyce on Ruchards fide. 

To baric my maifters heires in true difeent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

fat.G od keepeyour Lordlhip in thatgracious mindc. 
Haft. But I Hi all laugh at this a twelmonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I liuetolooke vpon their tragedic : . 

1 tell the Cate shy. fat. What my Lord » 

Haft . Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

Jefendfome packing,tbatyetthinkenoton it. 

Cat, Tisavilethingtodiemy gratious Lord 
When men are vnprepard,andlooke not for it. 

Haft.O monftrous,monftrous,andfofalsitout 
With Ritters, Vaughan, Gray ! and lo twilldoo 
With fome menclse,who thinkc themfelues as fafe 
As tbou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
T o princely Richard^ and to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft, 1 know they do, and I haue well defeated it* 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpeare man > 

Feareyou tbcBoare, and goeyoulovnprouided i 
StanMy L. good morrow : good morrow Catcsby 
You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do notlikethefefcuerallcounccls I. 

Haft. 'My L. I hold my life as deare as you do yours, 
And neuerin my life I do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our ftate fecure, 

I would befo tryumphantas lam? 

JWTheLords of 'Pomfret when they rode from London 
Were iocund,andfuppofde their dates was furc, 
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And indeed had no caafe to miftruft 
But y« you fee how foonethe day orecaft, 

This hidden fcab of rancor I mifdoubr, 

Pray God, 1 fay, 1 prouea needlelfe coward, 
gut come my L.lball we to the Tower ? 

Haft. I go •• but ftay ,heare you not t'he newes i 

This day thofe men you ulke of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads, 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats .* 
gut come my L. let vs away. Exit, L.Standley , & Cat, 

Haft.Go you before, Ik follow prefently. 

Enter Haft mgs a Purfiuant, 

Haft. Well met Haftmgs, how goes the world with thee l 

Tur. T he better that it pleafe your good LordftiiptoasL 

Haft. 1 tell thee fellow,tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now we meete s 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 

By thefuggeftion of theQueenes allies .* 

But now 1 tell thee (keepeit to thy fclfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better ftate then cuer 1 was. 

Pur.G od hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramercy Hafthgt, hold fpend thou that. 

Hegiues hnn his purfte. 

P/w-.GodfaueyourLordfhip. Exit. Ear, Enter aPneft. 

Haft. What fir Iohn,y ou are well met : 
lam beholdingto you for your laft day es exercife: 
Comethcnext Sabbotb,and I will concent you. Henhifpert 
Enter 'Buckingham , (}*> his ear e , 

Buc, How now Lord Chamberlaine,whattalkingwitha 
Your friends at Pomfret they do needthe Prieft. (prieiP 
Your Hosour hath no fhriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and whenl met this holy man, 
Thofcmen you talke of, came into my minde .• 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord i 

Buc, I do, but long 1 ihall not ftay, 

Jfliall returne before your Lordlhip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 

Sue. And fupper too, although thou knowh it not : 
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Come,fliall we goe along? 

Enter Str Rtchad Ratltffe,mth the Lord Ritter t, 

Gray^and Vaughan^ prifencrs. 

Rat , Come bring forth the prifoners, 

Riu,S\t Richard Rathjfe, let me tell thee this : 

To day Ihaltthou behold a fubiedt die, 

For truth, for duty, and for loyaltie. 

(yny.God keepe the Prince from all the packc of you : 
knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Riu.O PomfretyPemfret.Q thou bloody prifon, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Peere$ : 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walks 
'Richard the lecondherewas hackt to death : 

And for more llaunder to thy difmall foule. 

We giue thee vp our guiltleiFe blouds to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarts curfe if falne vpon our heads. 

For ftandin g hyphen Richard ftabd her fonne. 

i?««.Theu curft flie Haftings, then curft (he Buckingham, 
Then curft (lie Richard. O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 
e^nd for my lifter and her princely fonne ; • 

Befatisfied dearcGod with our trueblouds, 

Which as thou knoweft vuiuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat, Come, come, difpatch, the limit of your liucsis out. 
itw.Come Gray, come VaughamMt vs all imbracc 
And take our leaues, vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt. 
Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lords at once, the caufe why w« are met. 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

I n Gods name fay, when is this ray all day t 
Buc. Areallthings fitting for that royall time? 

Bar. It is,and let but nomination. 

r BtJh. T o morrow then, I guelTe a happie time. 

Rue. W ho knowes the Lord Protestors minde herein i 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke ! (his mind. 
2?i,Why you my L : me thinks you Ihouldfooneft know 
£#<r.Who I myLord t we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, heknowes no more of mine. 

Then I of yours; nor I no more of his, then you of mine. 

Lord 
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Lord Haft ings, yon and he arencare inloue. 

Haft. I thanke his grace, I know he loues me well ; 

But for his purpofeoi^the Coronation 
lhaue not founcWhim,nor he deliuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But you my L. may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my voyce, 

Which 1 prefume he will take in good part. 

Btftt. Now in good time hecre comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Enter Glofter. 

GloMy noble L. and couifens all good morrow, 

I haue bene long a (leepe,but now 1 hope 
My abfcnce doth negleft no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded, 

Bmc, Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

William L. Haflingt had now pronounft you part: 

I meane your voyce for crowning ofthe King. 

(?/<>. Then my L. Haftings, no man might be bolder. 

His Lordlhip knowes me weU,andloues me well. 

Haft. I thanke your grace. 

Gle, My Lord of Elic. 

Rfi. MyLord, 

Gle. When I was laft in Holborne, 

Ifaw good ftrawberries in your garden there. 

Ido befeech you fend for fome of them, 

Bifi. Igoe my Lord. 

GVo.Coufen Buckingham ,a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufinelfe, 

And Andes the tefty gentleman fo hote, 

As he will lsofe his head eregiue confent. 

His maifters fonne as wotfliipfullhe termesit. 

Shall loofe the royaltie of England* throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. lie followyou. Ex, Git, 
Dar.We haue not yet fet do wne this day of triumph. 

T o morrow in mine opinion is too (bone .* 

For I nay felfeam not lo well prouided. 

As elfel would be, were the da/'prclonged. 

Euter the Bi/hop of Elic. (berries* 

B fi. Where is nay L.frote£for,I haue fent for thefc ftraw- 

G Haft. 
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Ha/.His grace lookcschecrefully and fmooth today, 
Thcn es lame conceitor other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow Withi&ch a fpirit, 

I thinke there is neuer a man in Chrtftendomc, 

That can lelfer hide his loue or hate then he.- 
For by his face ftraight (hall you know his heart. 

Dar, Whatofhis heart perceiucyou in his face. 

By any likelihood he (hewed today i, 

Z&/?.Marry,thatwith no man here he is offended. 

For if he were, he would haue (hewnc it in his face. 

Bar,} pray God he be not, I fay. 

Enter (ftlofter. 

Glo.l pray you all,whatdo they deferue 
That doconfpiremy death with diuellifli plots 
Of damned wicchcraft,and that haue preuaild n 
Vpon my body with their hellifli charmcs? 

Haft. The tendcrlduelbeare your gracemy Lord, > 
Makes me mod forward in this noble prefence. 

To doomc the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

^Vo.Then beyour eyes the witneffe of this ill, 
d’e.e how I am bewitcht, behold minearme 
Is like a blaftcd fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch, 

Gonforted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore , 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord. 

Glo. 1 f thou Protester oi this damned ftrumpet, 

Tel ft thotrmc of iffs i thou art a traitor. 

Off w itrh his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day l fweare, 
VntillIfeethefame,fomefccitd©ne.- ,n 
The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, manct 
Haft. Wo,wp,for England, nor a whit for me# Ca.mth Haft. 
For I too fond might haue.preuented this : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his hclme, 

But 1 difdafhd it, and did fcornoto flic, 

Three times today my footecloth horfe did ftumble, 
Hurtled when he Iookt vpon the Tower, 
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Aslothto beare-me to the (laughter boufe. 

Oh, now I want the Prieftthat (paketome, 

I now repent I told the Pursuant, 

As tweretriumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at GPomJret bloodily were butchcrd, 

And I my (elfe fecure in grace and fauour .♦ 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy hcauwcutfe 
Is lightened on poore Hafttugswrctched head. /'-- r 

.Difpatch my Lord,the Duke would be at dinner s 
Make a (hortlhrift, he longs ro fee your head. 

Haft.O momentary ftatc of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gract of heaoen * 
Who builds his hopes iri aire ofyour fiire looker, 

Liues like adrunkeri SiyleNin'amaft, 

Ready with eucry nod tottlmbledownc 
Into fat all bowels of thedeepe. , ” • 'r< 

Come leade me to the blocke.beare himmy head. 

They fmile atme,that fhortly lhall be dead. ExtemU 

Enter GDuke ofGlofter and Buckingham inarmours 
Glo, Come cou(cn,canft thou quakedc change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word. 

And then begin againe and ftopaganw, 

As iftbou wert deftratight aridmadwith terror. 

Buc Tut fearenotme. 

I can counterfeit thedeepe Tragedian, 

S peake, and looke backe,and pr icon eucry fide : 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookei 
Are at my feruice like inforced (miles, ' 

And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my ftratagems. Entes Maior* 

G7<?.Here comes theMaior. 

Sue . Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord Maiot 
Looke to the drawbridgethere, 
i?w.Thereafonwehauefentforybli» h ■ 
Glo.fatesby ou er fooke the walks. 

£«c.Harke, I hearea drumme. 

G/o.Looke backe,defend thee,hcreareencfniet. 

Buc God and our irtnocencie defend vi. 

GV#.O>0, be dUict,itis fatesly. 

:uV Q a 
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Enter Catesiy with HaJHngs head. 

Gtf.Here is the head ofthat ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous andvr,fufpeaed ; HaQipgs. 

Glo.So deare 1 loud the man, that I mud wcepe . 

I tooke hun for the plaincft harmelelfe man, 

That breathedvpon this earth a Chriftian ; 

Looke yemy Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hiftorie o£all her fecret thoughts ■; 

Sofmooth he dlub’d his vice with fhew ofvertue. 
That his apparent open guilt omitted : 

I meane his conuerlation with Shoresmk, 

Helaid from aUattaiadet offulpea. 

Euckj Well, well,he theqquertft fhettred traitor 
That euerliu’d, would you haue imagined, 

Or almoft beleeue,were not by great preferuation 
Weliue to tellit youJThe fubtile traitor 
Had thu day plotted in the counfell houfe. 

To murder roe,and my good Lprdof Gloceften 
Afejw. What, had heio? , ' ; 

Glo, What thinkc ye vyeare T urkes or inndcls. 

Or that we would again ft the courfe ©f Law, 

Proceed thus raflilys tp. the vjUaiues dsath, , . 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of England, and our pcrfonsfafetic 
lnforft vs to this execution i 

Ma. Now fairc befall you i he deferued his death, 
>^nd you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts 
I neuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftrellc Shpre, i i 

glo , Yet had not wedetermined helhould die, . ! 

V ntill your Lordfhipcame to fee his death, . 

Which now the lodging haft of theft our friends 
Somewhat againft ©urmtaning haue preucuted, 
Becaufe my Zord,we would liaue had you beard 
' The traitor fpeake.and timeroufly confelfe >oJ 

The manner, apd the purpofeof his jceafen* 

That you might well haue fignified the lame. c .• 



Vnto 
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Vnto the Cittizens,whohappijy my 
Mifeonftrue vs in him,and wade hisdeath. 

My good A. your graces word, (hallferue. 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both , 

But He acquaint your ducious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this eafe. 

Glo. And to that end wc wiih y onr Zordlhip here, 

To auoid the carping cenfures of the world. 

ifrw.But fence you came too late of our intents. 

Yet witndTewhatwe did intend,andfo my Zordadue. 

* After, after, Coufen Buckingham. Exit Maior. 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all poll. 

There at your mceteft aduantageofthe time, 

> lnferre the baftardy of Edwards children : 

Tell them h owEdward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he wouldmake his fonne 

Heireto the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houle. 

Which by the figrie thereof was tearmed Co. 

Moreouer.vrgc hishatefuil luxurie. 

And beaftiall appetite in change of lull. 

Which ftretchedto their feruants,daughters,wiue*„ 

Euen where hisluftfull eye, or fauage heart. 

Without coniroll lifted to make his prey • 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my perioT), 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child . 

Ofthat vnfatiate Edward, noble YorKC, 

My Princely father then had wares in France, 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found, that the iftiie was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Beingnothing like the noble Duke my father* 

But touch this fparingly as itwere farreotf, 

Becaufe you know my Zord,mc brother liues. 

2?«cvFeare not,my Zordjleplay theG aioi. 

As if the golden fee for which I pleade, 

Wereformyfelfc. ? ■ • 

G/o.Ifyou thr hie well, bring them to Baynaros Caltle, 

Where you fliallfiud me well accompanied 
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With reuerend father# and well learned Bifhops. n 
Buc . About three or foure a clocke looke to heare 
What newes Guild-hali affordeth, and to my Lord farweli 
GVs.Nowwill Iintotakefomepriuieorder ( Ex. But, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out offight, 

And to giuc notice that no manner of perfon 
At any time haue recourfe vnto the Princes. 

Enter A Scnuenerwtth a paper in hie band. 

This is the Indictment of the good Lord Ha flings. 

Which in a fet hand faircly is tngrofl’d. 

That it may be this day read ouer in Pauls : 

And markehow wellthefequell hangs together, 

Elcuen houres lfpentto write it ouer. 

For yefternight by Catesby was it brought me. 

The prefident was full aslong a dooing, 

And yet within thefe fiuc houres liucd Lor dHaflihgs 
VntaintedjVnexamined: free, at libcrtic : 

Herc’s a good world the while. Why who’s fo groffc 
Thatfees notthis palpable dcuice? 

Yet who lo blind butfayes he fees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought. 

When fuch bad dealing muft be fecne in thought. 

Enter Glocefler at tne door e, Buckingham at another . 

<jlo. How now my Lord what fay the Citizens ? 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizencs are mumme>and fpeakenot a word. 
G/o.Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards Children i 
Buc. I did : with the infatiate grcedinelfe of hi* defircs, 
His tyranny for trifles : his owne baftardy. 

As being got, your father then in France: 

Withall I didinferre your lineaments. 

Being the right Idea ofyour fathet, 

Both in one forme and ooblencflc of mindc : 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland : 

Your Dilcipline in warre, wifedome in peacet 
Your bountie,vertue,fairc humilitic: 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch‘t,or fleightly handled in difeourfe .• 

And when my Of atone grew to end, ^ 
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1 bad them that loues their Countries good, 

Cry, God faue >Richard,izng\an<i$ royallKing. 

Glo.oJ, and did they fo? 

Buc. No fo God helpe me. 

But like durobe ftatues or breathlelfe ftones, 

Gazde cace on other and lookt deadly pale : 

YVhich when Ifaw, I reprehended them : 

Andasktthe Mayor wharmeanes this wilfullfllcnce ? 

His aniwere was,the people werenot wont 
To bcfpoketoo,but by theRccorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe : 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd : 

But nothingfpeake in warrantfrom himfelfe : 

When he had done,fome followers of mine owne 
Atthe lower end of the hall,hurled vp their caps. 

And fome ten voyces cryed,God £iue King Richstd : 

Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth 1, 

This generall applaufe and louing flioute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard : 
e^nd fo brake offand came aw ay. 

Glo. What tonguelefle blocks were they, would they not 
2?»f.Noby my troth my Lord. (fpcake. ? ~- 

^/ff.Will not the Mayor then, and his bfetheren come ? 
Sw.TheMayor isheere : and intend fomes fcare, 

Be notfpoken withall, but with mightiefute .• 

Andlookc y ou get a prayef bookc in your hand, 

And (land betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground He build a holydefcant: 
Benoteafiewonnetoour requeft : 

Play thetmydes part,fayno>buttakeit. 

(jlo. Feare not me,if thou canft pleade as well for them, 

^sl can fay nay to theeformyfelfe. 

No doubt week bring ittoahappieilfue.^ 

Aw.You iliallfce what I can do.get youvp to theleads. Ex. 
Now my Lord Mayor, 1 dance attendance here, 

I thinke the Duke will not belpoken withall. Enter Catesby. 
Here comes his feruant ; how now Catesby, what fay C3 he ? 

Cat.My Lord he doth entreate your Grace . 

To vilithim to morrow, or next day : - 

He 
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He is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

' 2?#ff.Returnc good Cateshy to thy Zord againe. 

Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment. 

No lelfc importing them then our gencrall good, 

Are come to haue tome conference with his grace, 

Cat.Wz him what youlay my Zord. Exit. 

Bhc. A ha my Zord, this prince is not an Sdwardi 
He is not lulling on aleawd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallyi’ gwith a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines : --f. « 

Not keeping to ingroifein^iuiebody. 

But praying to inrich his wacchruil foule, 

Happy were England, would tl is graciour prince 
Takeon himfelFcthcfoueraigiitic tiureon, 

But fure I fearc we fhall neusr winnehim t.> it, 

MatMatry God forbid his grace flioulu fay vs nay. 

Enter Cateshy. 

BucXfezxz he will, how now Cates/>y t 
What fayes your Zord i 

Cat My Zord he wonders to what end you haue alTembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before .* 

My Zord, he feares you meane no good to him. 

Buc Sovy I am my noble coufen ilsould 
Sufped me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeft loue to him, 

And fo oncemore returne and tell his grace : Exit, C m. 

When holy and dcuout religious men. 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence. 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich « and two Bt/lops aloft. 

OMaior.Sec where he ftandsbetweene two Clergimen. 
/hwr.Two props ofvertuefor a Chriftian Prince: 

Toftay him from the fall of vanitie, 

Famous 
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Famous P/antagenet, mod gracious prince. 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft: 

And pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

* glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologie, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who earneft in the fcruice of my God, 

Negled the vifitation of my friends ; 

But leauing this, what is your Graes pleasure? 

Bhc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd He. 

C/o.Idofufped,! hauedonefomc offence, 

Thatfeeme difgraciousin tfie Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 
tfw.You haue my Lord .• would it pleafeyour Grace 
c At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

GU.ElCe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land i 
Bhc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
The fupreame Seate,the T hrone maiefticall, 

T he Sceptred office ofyour Anceftors, 

The lineall glory ofyour royall Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemifht ftocke .* 

Whileft in the mildeneffe ofyour fleepie thoughts, 

Which here we waken to your Countryes good .* 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defact with fears ofinfamie. 

And almoft fhouldrcdin this /wallowing gulph 
Ofblind forgetfulnefre and darke obliuion .* 

Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foucraigntie therof, 

Not as Proteftor, Swteard, •S’ubftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gaine I 
But as fuccefliuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie, your owne: 

For this conforted with the Cittizens, 

^ °ur worfhipfull and very louing friends, 

' And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace, 

Cjlo. I know not whither to depart in filence, 

H Or 
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Or bitcrly to fpeake in your rcproofe, 

5cft fitteth my degree or your condition ; 

Yourloue dcferues my thankc$,but my defer? 
Vnmeritable (hunnesyour high rcqueft, 
Firftifallobftacles were cut away, 

And that my path were eucn to. the Crownc, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is my pouertie of. fpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my defeds. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnelfc. 

Being a Barke to brooke no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatneffecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered : 

But God be thanked theresnoneed for me, 

And much I neede to helpe you if need were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing houres of time. 

Will well become the feate of maieftie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by hisraigne. 

On him 1 lay,what you would lay on me : 

The rightand fortune of his happie ftarres. 

Which God defend that 1 fhould wring from him. 

Buc.My Lord,this argues confcience in your grace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and triuiall. 

All ciicumftances well confidered. 

You fay that Edwardis your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too,but not by Edwards wife „• 

For fir ft he was contraded to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues,a witnelle to that vow, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona, fifter to the King of France, 

Thefc both put by a poore petitioner, 

A carc-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diftreifed widdo we, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft day es, 

Made prifeand purchafeofhis luftfulleye, 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts. 

To bafe dcclenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her in this vnlawfull bed he got. 
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This Edward, whome our mannersterme the Prince i 
More bitterly could expoftulate, 

Saue that for rcuerence to fome aliue 
1 giuc a fparinglimitro my tongue : 

Then good my Lord,take to your royallfelfe. 

This proffered benefit ofdignitie i 
If not to bleffe vs and the land withall. 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corru ption of a buling time, 
Vntoalinealltrucderiuedcourle. 
jldailDo good my Lord,your citizens entreatyeu. 
Cat.Q make them ioyfull,grant their lawfullfute. 

Glo. ^lasjwhy wouldyou hcape thole cares on me, 

I amvnfitfor ftateand dignitic: 

I doe befeech you take it not amiffc, 

Icaimotjnor 1 willaotyecldto you. 

Buc, If you refufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth todepofe the ehilde your brothers fonne, 

AfaeW we know your tenderneffe of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

And egally indeed to all eftarcs, 

Yet whether you except our fute or no. 

Your brothers fonne fhall neuer raigne our King, 

But we will plant fortie other in the throne. 

To the difgrace and downefall of your houfe : 

And in this refolution here weleaueyou, 

Come Citizens, zounds, lie intreat no more. 

Glo. O do not fweare my Lord of Buckingham* 

Cat. Gall them againe,my Zord and accept their fute. 
tAno* Do, good my Lord,leaft all the land doe rew it. 
Glo* Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 
Well,call them againe,I am not made of ftones. 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 
albeit againft my confcience and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham, and you l'age grauemen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

1 rauft haue patience to endure the loade, 

H 
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But if Macke fcandall or fo foule fact reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impoGtion, 

Your meere inforcement ihali acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof. 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blelTe your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 
glo. In faying fo,y cu (hali but fay the truth. 

Buc ♦ Then 1 l'alute you with this kingly T itle : 

Longliue King Richard E n glan d s royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d l 
BA.Euen when you will, fince you will haue itfo. 

Buc.'To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Come, let vs to our holy taskeagaine : 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt. 

Enter Queene mother, Dutchejfe of 7 orke, Marques 
Dorfet atone doore, ‘Dutcheff e ofGloceftcr 
at another doore, 

T)ut. Who meetes vi heere,my Neece c Plantagenet ? 

Qu. Sifter well met, whither away fo fall ? 

Dut. Glo . No farther then the Tower, and as I gueffe, 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there. 

< <£#.Kind fitter thankes,weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Licutenant.pray you by your Ieaue, 

Howfcaresthe Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your Ieaue, 

1 may notfufferyouto vifithim. 

The King hath ftraightly c harged the contrary. 
^w.TheKing? why,who’sthat? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,I meane the Lord Protestor. 
JJg.Thc Lord proted him from that Kingly title.- 
Hath hefet bounds betwixt their loue and me : 

I am their mother, who (hould keepemefrom them t 
I am their father, mother,and will fee them. 

Dut, BA. Their Aunt I am in lawjinlouc their mother: 

: ~ Then 
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Then f ear e not thou. lie beare thy blame, 
ind take thy office form theeon my pcrill. 

lien, l doe befeech your Graces all to pardon me .- 
1 am bound by oath, 1 may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Standly* 

Stan. Let me but meeteyour Ladies at an houre hence, 
And He faluteyour Grace ofTorke, as mother : 

And reucrcnt looker on, of two faireQueenes. 

Come Madam, you mutt goe with me to Wcftminfter, 
There to be crowned "Richards royall Queene. 

fn.O cutmy lace in funder, thatmy pent heart 
May haue fomc fcope to beate, or elfe I found 
With this dead liking newes. 

«Z)<r.Madam,haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
flu, O Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftrudtion dogge theeattheheeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt oucr ft rip death, goc crofle the feas, 

And liue with Richmond from rhe race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter houfe, 

Lead thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrallof Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full of wiiecare is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to mefonne. 

To meueyou on the way and welcomeyou, 

Be not taken tardie.by vnwife delay. 

Dut. Tor. O ill difpearling winde of miferic, 

0 my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 
ACokatncehaft thou hatcht to the world 
Whole vnauoyded eye ismurtherous. 

<yte».Come Madam, 1 in allhafte was fent for., 

Dutch. And I in all vnwillingnelTe will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Of golden mettall that mutt round my browe, 

Wcrered hotte fteele to feare me to the braine,. 

Annoy nted let me be with deadly poyfon, 

«/fn d die, ere men can fay,God fauethe Queene. 

H j 
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gu, sx/las poorc foule,l enuie not thy glory, 

To feede my humor, wifh thy felfe no harmc. 

< - Dut. Cjlo. No, when he that is my husband naw. 

Came to me 1 followed Henries courfe, 

When fcarfe the blood was well wafht from his hands. 
Which i ifued from my other angell husband, 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 

O, when 1 fay ,1 lookt on Richards face, 

This was my wilh,bethou quoth I accurft, 

For making inc fo yong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft,lct forrow haunt thy bed, 

^nd be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 
e^sthou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeatethiscurfeagaine, 

Euen info fhorta fpacc,my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiuctohis h©ny words, 
exfnd prou’d the fubieftsof my owne foules curfe. 

Which euerlincehath kept mine eyes from fleepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Hauel enioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

Bnt haue bene waked by histimerous dreames, 

Befidesjhe hates me for my father Warwickf, 

And will fliortly be rid of me. 

£>u. >41as poorc foule,lpittie thy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No morethcn from nay foulel mournc for yours 
J^w.Farewelfthou wocfull welcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo, Adue poore foulc, thou takft thy leaue of it. 
Dtst.Tor.Go thou to Richmond, & goodfortunc guidcthee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fancftuarie, good thoughts polfclfe thee, 

1 to my graue where peaceandreft liewithme, 

Eightie old yearcs offorsow haue I fcene. 

And each houres ioy wraGkt with a wceke of teene. 

The Trumpets found, Enter Richard crorsncdlBuckmg- 
ham , Catesby,mth other Nobles. 
jO»£,Stand all apart.Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : Here he afcendeth his 
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Thus high by thy aduice 

And thy afliftance is I< mgRtchardhcttid : 

gut fliall wee weare thefe honours for a day? 

Qt (ball they laft, and wc icioycein them i 
5 »r.Stillltuc they, and for euer may they laft. 

Ktn.Ri.O Buckingham, now I doe play the touch, 

Totrie if thou be currant gold indeed i 

A'ong Edward liues ; thinkenow what I would fay. 

Btsc.S ay on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, lfay I would be King. 
5«r.Why foyou are my thrice renowned Liege, 
Kin.HA : am I King ? tis fo, but Edwardliues, 

Rhc. True noble Prince. 

Km. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward ftill lhould liue true noble Prince. 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull .• 

Shall I be plaine ? I wifh the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it luddenly performde. 

Whatfaieft thou 7fpeakefuddenly, be briefe. 

BhcNout grace may do your pleafure. 
iC»»^.Tut,tut, thou art all.yce, thykindneftefreezeth. 
Say, haue I thy confent that they (hall die l 
Buc.Gmz me fome breath,fome little paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace immediatly. 

Cdf.TheKing is angry,fec,he bites thelip. 

King, I will conuerfc with iron witted fooles, 

And vnrefpedliue boyes,none are for me 

Thatlooke into me with confidcrate eyes : 

toy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpetft. 

Boy. Lord. 

JTwg.Knowft thou not any whome corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy , My Aord, I know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie minde 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt hinwo any thing* 

King, What is his name i IJk KW 

5«y.His n^tne iny Ziord, is Terrill o r 
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KW.Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluingwittie Buckingham* 

No more fliail betheneighbourtomy counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath i 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

Bar. My Lord, I hcare the Marquette Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King* Cdtesby ♦ Cdt » My Lord. 

iC<«^.Rumorit abroad 
That ^nnc my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe .♦ 

Enquire me out fomemeane borne Gentleman, 

Whome I will marry ftraightto Clarence danghter, 

T he boy is foolifli,and I feare not him .• 

Lcoke how thou dreamft : I (ay againe,giue out 
That ^nne my wife is ficke andlike to die, 

^bout it, for it (lands me much vpon, 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I mu ft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or clfe my Kingdome (lands on brittle glade, 
Murtherher brothers,andthen marry her, 

V ncertaine way of gaine,but I am in 
So farre inblood,that fin plucks on fin, 

Tearcs falling pittie dwels not in this eye, 

EnterTirrel* 

Is thy nameTirrel? „ , _ , . _ 

T'tr. lames 7«rr<f/,and your mon obedient lubiect. 
King. Act thou indeed ? 

7<r.Proue me my gracious foueraigne. 
jfrW.Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Ttril my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies, 
KingWhy . there thou haft if, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to myreft,and my (wcete-fteepes difturbs, 

Ate they that I would haue thecdealc vpon: 

Tirrel,I roeane thofe baftards in the-Tower, 

7«r,Lct me haue open meanes to come to thena, 



INI 



10 



20 



30 






120 




of Richard the Third , 

Andfoone lie rid you from thefeareof them. 

King. Tnou fingft fweet mufickc.Come hither Timti, 
Go by that token,rife ap i lend thine earc. He whijpers in 

Tis no more but fo, fay, is it done ins caret 

And I wilHoucthee, and preferrethee too, 

Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

Kmg. Shall we heare from thee TirreU,et < we fleepe? 

Enter Buckingham* 

Tir* Yea my good Lord. 

Bue* My Lord, Ihaueconfidcredinmy mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

King. Well let that pafle, Dorfetis fled to Richmond. 

Sue. I heare that newes my Lord, 

King * Stanly, he is your wiues fonne: W ell looke too it, 
Buc. My Lord Iclairac your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd. 

The Earledome of Herford and the moueables. 

The which you promifed I (hould poflette. 

Kmg. Stanly looke to your wife, if ■ (lie conuey 
Letters toRichmondyou (hall anlwereit, 

Buc. Whatfayes yourHighnelfetomy iuft demand? 
King, As I remember Henry the fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond (hould beKing, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifli boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord, 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, I being by, that I ftiould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord, your promife for the Earledome, 

King. Richmond , when lad I was at Exeter , 

The Maior in curtcfie (hewed me the Caftle, 

And called it Ruge-mount,atwhich name I darted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
1 (hould not liuelong after I faw Richmond 
Buc. My Lord. 

King. I,whatsaclocke? 

Buck* I am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Ofwhatyou promifdeme- 
King . Well, but whats a docker 
Buc. Vpon the ftfoke often. 



The Tragedie 

King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Bmc. Why let it ftrikej 

Ki»t Becaufe that like a Iacke thon keepft the Broke 
Betwixt thy beggingand my meditation. 

J am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Bmc, Why then refolue me whether you will or no ? 

K. Tut,cut,thou troubled me,l am notin the vaine. Exit, 
Bhc, Is it euen fo ! rewards he my true feruice 
With fiich deepc contcmpt,madel him King for this? 

O let me thinke on Hafiingt, and begone 
To Brecknock^ whilemy fearefull head is on. Exit, 

Enter Sir Francis TtrreU. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done, 

The mod arch-ad of pitteous malTacre, 

That euer yet thisland was guiltie of, ■■ i, 

'Dtghton and Forrefi whom 1 did fubbome, 

To do this ruthfull pceceof butchery, 

Although they were fleilitvillaincs, bloudy dogs, 

Melting with tendemelle and companion. 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad (lories? 

Loe thus quoth DtghtonXvg thefc tender babes, 

Thus,thus quoth Ferres} girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes. 

Their lips like foure red Rofeson a ftalke. 

When in their fommer beautie kift each other, 

A bookc of prayers on their pillow laie, ^ 

Which once quoth Forreftdmofi chang’d my mind, 

But O the Diuell 1 there the villainefiopt, 

Whilft Dighton thus told on we fmoothered 
The moft rcplenhhed fweetworkc of nature 
That from the prime creation euer he framdc, 

They could not fpeake,and Co 1 left them both, 

To bring thefety dings to the bloudy King. 

Enter King Richard. 

Adhere he come. ^11 hade my foueraigne Liege. 

King. Kind Tirrilly and 1 happiein thy newest 
Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happincire.behappie then, 

For it is doQC my Lord. ^ 
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King, But didft thou fee them dead ? 

•F$r, 1 did my Lord. 

hath buried them .* 

And thou flialt tell the procetfe of their death, 

Meanc time but thinke how I may do 'hee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defirc. Exit nrr %. 

Farewell till foone. 

the fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp dole, 

His daughter meanely hauel matcht in marriage, 
Thefonnes of Edward fleepe mtsdbrahamsbofome 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight 
Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
And yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a ioliy thriuing wooer, Enter Catejty. 

King. Goodnewesor bad, that thou comeft infobluntlyi 
fat. Bad newes my Lord >Elj is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and (till his power cncreafeth. 

King. Sly with F^chmondt roubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rafli leuicd army; 

Come, I haue heard that fearefull commenting* 

Isleadcn feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac t beggery 
Then fierie expedition bemy wings, 
hue .tJAiereurie , and Herald for a King* 

Come mutter men, my counfaile is my miclcJ, 

We mutt be briefe,when traitors brauc the nelol. 

Enter ^ueene Margaret fola. 

Jgu.Clfar. So now profperitie begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death; 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue 1 lurkt. 

To watch the wayning of mine aduerlaricsi 
A dire induction am I witnctlc too, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
* I % 
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Will proue as bitter, blackc and tragicall. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes heere. 

Enter the Queene, and the Butchejfe erf Yorke. 
gu. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing fwcets, 

It yet your gentlcloules flic in the aire, 

And be nothxtin doome pcrpetuall, 

Houer abouemewith your aine wings , 

And heareyour mothers lamentation* 

gu Mar, Houer about her, fay that right for right. 

Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 
gn. Wilt thou O God flie from fuch gentle lambes. 

And throw them in the mtrailesof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 

<£h. Mar. When holy Mary <Y\td,znd my fwcet Son. 
Batch. Blind fight, dead life, poore mortall liuing Ghoft, 
Woes feeane, worlds ihame,graues dueby life vfurpt. 

Reft their vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

V nlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

gu. O that thou wouldft as well afford a gtaue. 

As thou canft yceld a raclancholly feat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones, not reft them heere .* 

0 who hath any caufc to mourne but I i 
But, So many miferies haue craa'd my v oice 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe, 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

gu.CMar. If ancient forrow be moft reuerenfc. 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

Andletmywoes frowne onthevpper hand. 

If forrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vtewingmine: 

1 had an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

1 had a Richard, till a Richard kild him* 

Thou hadtt an Ed»*rd,t&l a Rtchard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a. Richardkild him. 

But* 1 had a 'Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft tokillhim* 
gu.CMar.Thou hadft a Clareucct oo,till RtchardUd hn* 

From forth the kenntU of thy wombe hath crept, 



of Richard the Third. 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That Doggc that had his teeth before hiseyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 

Tf atfoule defacer of Gods handy workc, 

Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues, 

O vpright, iuft, and true difpofmg God, 

How do 1 thanke thee,that this carnall curre 
Prevesontheiffue ofhis mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others monc. 

But. O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witneffe with me, 1 haue wept for thee. 

G) h , Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for rcuenge, 

And now 1 cloie me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward he is dead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quite my Edward, 

YongYorke, he is butboote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfection ofmy Ioffe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead,that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this Tragicke play. 

The adulterate Hafiings,Riuers, Vaughan, gray, 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie graues, 
jfoWyerliues, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their f'ador to buy foules, 

Andfend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous, and vupittied end, 

Earth gapes,hels burnes, fiends roarc, Saints pray, 

To hauehim fuddenly conueyedaway. 

Cancell his bond of life deare God I pray. 

That 1 may liue to fay the Dog is dead. 

ga. O thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That I iliould wifli for thee to helpe mecurffc 
That botreld fpider, that foulehunch-backt toad. 
gu, Mar. I cald the then, vainc flouriih of my fortune, 

IcalJ thee then pool e fliaddow,paintcdQn“ene, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was, 

The flattering index ofa dircftdl pageant. 

One heaii\l a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a brcath,ab’jbblc, 

1 j Afigne 
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The Tragedie. 

A figncof dignitie.a garifli flagge, \ 

To be the aime of eucry dangerous (hot, 

A Queene in ieaft, onely to till the fccanc : 

Where isthy husband now, where be thy brothers} 

Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who fucs to thee, and cries God faue the Queene? 

Where be the bending Peercs that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee i 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a rnoft diftrefled widdow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailes the name: 

For Queene, a very Catife crown’d with care ; 

For one beingfued too,one that humbly fucs : 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcorn’d of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the morc.being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place,and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now thy proud ncckc, beares halfe my burthened yoke. 
From which, euen heere, I flip nay wearied necke, 

Andleaue the burthen of it all on thee; 

Farewell Forks wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Englifti woes, will makeme fmilc in France. 

Gpu,. O thou well skild in curies, ftay awhile, 

Andteach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

£ht.Mar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and fad the day, 
Compare dead happinefle with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fowler then he is: 

Bettring thy lotfe makes the bad caufer worle, 

Revoluing this, will teach thee how tocurfc. 

G) u . My wordsare dull, O quicken them with thine, 

QuJlfa. Thy woes wil make them (harp, & pierce like mine. 
T>ut. Why fliould calamitie be full of words? Exit M*>< 
gH, Windie attumiesto your client woes, 

Aicrie fucccedcrs of inteftateioyes, Poore 
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„ breathing orators of miferies, 

Fa them haue fcope, though what they doe impart 
Helpenotatall, yet doe they cafe the hare. 
mt If fo> then be not tong-tide, goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, letsfmoothcr 
My damned fonne,which thy twofonnesfmothered: 

Iheare his drum, be copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching mthDrummes 
and T r limpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition? 

q)„t. A (lie, that might haue intercepted thee. 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the flaughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Q». Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 

Where fliould be grauen.if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owdetbat crowne, 

Jni the dire death of my two fonnes,and brothers: 

Tell me thou villaine flauc, where are my children? 

D«:,Thou rode,thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence ? 
ifnd littleNed Plantagcnet, his Sonne ? 
gu. Where is kind Haftings , RsuerSiVauglnn, Graft 
King. A flourifh trumpets, ftrike alarum diummes, 

Let not the hcauens heare thefe tel-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike Ifay. The trumpets 

Hither be paticnt,and intreat me taire, founds. 

Or with theclamorous report ofwarre, 

Thus will I drowneyour exclamations. 

Dut. y^rtthou myfonne? 

King. I.lthanke God, my father and your felfe. 

Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

King. Madam I haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dut, I will be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

Kwg, And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

Dut. Art thou fo haftic, I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifli, paine andagonie. 

King. And came I not atlaft to comfort you? 

T)ut. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell ; 
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A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

T echie and waiward was thy infanue, 

T hy fchoole-daies fiighciull.delperate, wilde and furious: 
Thy age confirmde.proud.fubtill, bloudie, tree herons, 
What comfortable hourc canfl thou name. 

That euer grac't me in thy companie f 

King Faith none but Humphrey hourc, that cald your grace 

Tobreaketaft once forthof my companie: 

If it be fo gratious in your fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

But. O beare me fpeakc.for 1 Ihall neuer lee thee more, 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

But. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror. 

Or 1 with griefe and extreameage fliall perifti, 

And neuer lookevpon thy face againc: 

Therefore take with thcemymoft heauiccurfe, 

Which in the day of battcll tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that tho u wearft, 

My prayerson the aduerfc partie fight, 

And there the little foules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promifethem fuccetle and vi&ory, 

Bloudie thou art, and bloudie will be thy end. 

Shame femes thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit, 

^.Though far more caufe,yet much letfe fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, I fay e^men to all. 

Kmg. Stay Madam, I mud fpeake a word with you. 

Ihaueno morefonnes of the royall blood, 
Forthee to murthcr, for my daughters, Richard 
They lliall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Quccnes, 
And therefore leuell not to hit their liucs. 

King. You haue a daughter c\\W Elizabeth, 

Vertuous andfaire, royall and gratious. 

J2jt. And mod fire die for this? O let her liue, 

And lie corrupt her manners, ftaine her beautie, 

Slander myfelfe, as falfe to Edwardsbcd, 

Throw ouer her the vaile ofinfamie. 

So (he may liue vtafearde from bleeding (laughter. 
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f vrillconfelTe (he was not Edwards daughter. 

1 Km. Wrongnother birth, (lie isof royallblood. 

%u,To faue her life, lie fay (he is not fo. 

Kmg. Her life is onely fafeft in her birth. 

Sht.And onely in thatfafety died her brothers. 
ging. Locat their births good ftars we're oppofite. 

No to their hues bad friends were contrary. 
t King. AW vnauoyded is the doorne of deftiny. 

True, when avoydcd grace makes deftiny, 

Ny babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleft thea with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madarfffo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
As intend more good to you and yours, (armes. 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong’d. 

go. What good is couered with thcfaceofheauen 
To be difeouered that can doe me good. 

King. Theaduancement ofyour children mightieLady*!' 

Vp to fomefcaffold, there to loofe their heads. - 

King. No to the dignitieand height of honor. 

The height imperiall tipc of this earths glory. 

<gu. Flatter my forrowes with re port of it. 

Tell me what ftate,what'dignitie,what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King. Euen all 1 haue, yea and; my felfe and aU, 

Willi withall endow a child oftmne. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne thefad remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

$u. Be briefe,leaft that the procetTeof thy kindnefle 
Laft longer telling then thy kindnelfe doo. t 

Ki. Then know that from my foule 1 loue thy daughter. 
jj^My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. 

King. What doe you thinke? ~ 

Qu. T hat thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule. 

So from thy louledidft thou loue her brothers, 

•4nd from my hearts loue, I doe thanke thee for it, 

Ki, Be not fo haftie to confound my meaning. 

I meane that with nay foule I loue thy daughter, 
v*nd meane to make her Queene of England* 
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gu. Szy then, who doeft thou meane (hall be her King? 
King. Euen he that makes her Qgeene,who (hould elfe{ 
hu, What thou? 

Kwg. I,euen 1, what thinke you of it Madam? 

gu. How canft thou woe her? 

Km. That 1 would learneofyou. 

As one that were beft acquainted with her humor. 
gu. And wilt thou learne of me > 

Kt»g. Madam with all my heart. 

Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paTre of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edward, and Torkg, then happily (hewill weepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Mar gar e 

Did to thy father, a handkercheffe ftcept in Rutland* blood, 

And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a (lory of thy noble afls: 

Tell her thou mad’ ft away her vnckle Clarence^ 

Her Vncke Riuers, yea, and for her fake 

Madeft quick, conueiance with her good Aunt Am. 

King. Come, come,yemockemc, this Is noc tile way 

To winne your daughter. 

Om.T here is no other way, 

VnlelTethoucouldft put on fome other (nape. 

And not be Richardthzt hath done all this. 

Km*, lnferretaire England* peace by his alliance. 
Wwhichihe (ball purchafewith ftilllaftingwarrc. 
King. Say that the King which may command mtreats. 
<9u* That at her hands which the Kings king fo ♦ 
King. Say (he (hallbe a high and mightieQuecnc. 

Oh. To waile the title as her mother doth. 

King. Say I will loue her eucrlaftingly. 

^|.But how long (hall that title euerlaft? 

&. Sweetly inforce vnto her ^rehuesend. 
gw. But how long fairely (hall that title kft? . 

Jw.Solongas heauen and nature lengthens*. 

£h Solong as hell and Zte Whkcs of it- 
Kiitg. Say I her foueraigne am her fub^lo » 
gt, But (he your (ubieft loaths fohfqueraing 
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King, Be eloquent in my bchalfe to her* 

G}u. An honed tale fpeeds beft being plainely told. 

Kmg, Then in plaine tcarmes tell her my louing tale. 
gig, Plaine and not honeft is too harlh a ftilc. 

King. Madam, your r eafoiTs are too (hallow,& too quick.' 
gw. O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it ft ill (hall I, tillheart-ftrings breake. 

King, Now by my George, my Garter, andmyCrowne. 
gw, Prophan’d, di(honor*d,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 
gy, By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophan'd, hath loft his holy honor .* 

The Garter blemilht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue.- 
The Crownevfurpt, difgrac’c his Kingly dignitie, 
Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be bclecudc, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d 
King, Now, by the world. 
gw. Tisfullofthy foule wrongs. 

King, My fathers death. 

gw. Thy felfe hath that diilionor’d. 

King. Then by my felfe. 
gw. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King. Why,then by God. 
gu. Gods wrong is moft of all: 

If thou hadft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not beene broken, nor my brother flaine. 
lfthou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Thelmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made aprey for worme. 

Kmg. By the time to come. 
gn. That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft, 
for I my felfe haue many tcares to wa(h 
Hereafter time for time, by thee patt wrong’d, 

The children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 

K 2 V* 
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Vngouernd youth, to wayle it with her age. 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butcherd, 

Old withered plaints to waile it with their age .* 

Sweare not by time to come/or that thou haft 
Miftifed, ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King, a^s I entend to profper and repent. 

So thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt 
Ofhoftile armes,rny felfe my felfe confound, - 
Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite, all planets of goodlucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 

Immaculated devotion, holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her confifts my happinefle and thine. 

Without her follbwes to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many aChriftian foule, 

Sad defolation,ruinc and decay. 

It cannot be auoided but by this.* 

' Itwillnotbeauoidedbutbythis : 

Therefore good Mother ( I muft call y ou fo) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her, 

Pleade what I will be, not what I haue beene. 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue: 

Vrge the neceftitie and ftate of times, 
exfnd be not peeuilh fond in great deligncs, 

Qu. flialll be tempted oftheDiuell thus? 

jw I, iftheDiuell tempt thee to doe good. 

9u. Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felie? 

Km*. I, if your felfes remembrance wrong your lelte, 

(jhf But thou didft kill my Children. 

Ku But in your daughters wombe lie buric them, 

Where in that neft ofipicerie there (hall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues, to your rccomfiture. 

£>u. Shall I.goe win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

9u. I goe, write to me very Ihortly. _ . ^ 

Xing. Beare her my ti ue loues kilfe : farewell. 
fir entingfoole, and (hallow changing woman. 

My gracious Soucraigne,on the Wcfterne co ^.^ 



of Richard the Third, 

R id«h,puiiramNa l .ieTo t h C niore > 

Throng many doubtiullhollow-hartcd friends* 

Vnarm’d, and vnrefolu’d tobeatethem backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their ^dmirall.* 

And there they hull, expecting but the aide. 

Of Buckingham to welcome them a fliore. 

King. Some light-foot friend, poll to the D. of Norfolk?* 
Ratclffe thy felfe, or Catesby , where is he l 
fit, Heere my Lord. 

Kin. Flie to the Duke; poft thou to Salisbury, 

When thou corned there : dull vnmindfull villanie 
Why ftandft thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat, Firft mightie foueraigne,let me know your mind, 
What from your grace I flialldeliuer him. 

King. O true, good Catesbie , bid him leuie ftraight, 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
t^nd meet me prefently at Sahsburie. 

Rat. What is your highnelTe plcafure I fhal do at Salisbury 
King. Why what wouldft thou doe there before I go? 
R?t. Your Highncs told me I fliould poft before. 

King, My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d 4 
How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

Bar, None good my Lord, to pleafeyou with the hearing, 
Nor none fo bad,butitmay well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou mayft tell thy tale aneerer way. 

Once more what newes ? 

Dar, Richmond is on the Teas. 

King . There let him finke, and be the Teas on him, . 
White liuered runnagate,what doth he there l 
Dar, I know not mightie foueraigne but by guelTc. 

King. Well fir, as you guelfe,as you guelfe. 

Dar. fturd vp by D prfet,B uckingham and Ely, 

He makes for England, there to chime the crowne. 

King. Is the Chaire empty / 1 Is thefwordvnfwaid? 
h the King dead? the Empire vnpolfeft. ? 

What heire of Yorke is there aliue but we? 

Yvho is Englands King, but great Yorkcs heire? 
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Then tell me what doth he vpon the fea? 

Oar. Vnlefle for that my Liege, 1 cannot gueffe* 

King , Vnletre for that, he comes to b e your Liege, 

You cannot guelfe wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt rcuolt, and flie to him I feare. 

Oar. No mightieliege, therefore miftruft me not. 

King, Where is thy power then to beat him backc? 

Where arc thy tenants and thy followers •} 

A re they not now vpon the Wefterne fhore. 

Safe conducting the rebels from their fhips. 

Oar. No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
JCwg.Cold friends to 'Richard, what do they in the North? 
When they (hould ferue their foueraignc in the Weft. 

‘Dar. They haue not been commanded mightie foueraign, 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giue me leaue, 
llemufter vpmy friends and meet your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie fliall pleafe? 

King . 1,1, thou would ft begone to ioy ne with Richntind, 
Iwillnottruftyoufir. 

Oar, Moft mightiefoueraigne, 

You h%ue no caufeto hold myfriendlhip doubttull, 

Ineuerwasnorneuerwillbefalfe. , 

King. Well, go mutter men; but heare you, leaue behind 
Your fan George Stanley, looks your faith befirme: 

Or elfe,his heads atlurance is but fraile. 

Oar. So deale with him, as I prouetrueto you. Exit, 

Enter a tMejfenger, 

CWef. My Gratious foueraigne,now in Oeuonfbtre, 

As 1 by friends am well aduertiled, 

SittViUiam Courtney , andthe haughtiePrelate, 

Bilhop of Exeter, his brother there. 

With many moe confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Meffenger . 

Mef. My liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes, 

And euery houre more competitors. 

Flock e to their aide, and ftill their power encrcaleth. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef, My Lord, the acmie ofthe Buke o {'Buckingham* 

Btfirikethhm. 

King* 
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of Richard the Third. 

King. Out on ye Owles, nothing butfongs of death. 
Take that vntillyou bring me better newes. 

jtf e f Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring is goodj 
My newes is, that by hidden flood and fall ofwater, 
TheDukeof Buck&ghams armie is difpcrft andfcattcred, 
And he himfelte fled no man knowes whither, 

, King. OIcryyoumercie>Ididmiftake, 
fatclife reward him for the blow 1 gauc him: 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings m Buckingham i 
Me}. Such proclamation hath been made my liege. 
Enter another Mejfenger, 

tJMef. Sir Thomas LoueU, and Lord Marques Oorfet, 
Tisiaidmy Liege are vp in armes . 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 

The Brittain* Nauie is aifper ft, Richmond inDorfet/htrC} 
Sent out a boat to aske them on the ihore, 
lfthey*were his afliftants yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his partie : hemiftrufting them, 

Hoift fade, and made away for Brittaine. 

Ktng. March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes, 

Jf not to fight-with forraigne enemies. 

Yet to beat downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter (fatesbie. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thatsthe beft newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed.at Milford , 
lscoldcr newes, yet they muft be told. 

King, Away towards Salisbury •, while we reafon hero, 

A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby, Sir Chriftophcr. 
bar. Sir Crifiopher, tell Richmond this from me. 

That in the ftie or this moft bleudie Bore, 

Myfon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
IfTreuoult.ofF goes yongGWgfjhead, 

The feare of that,with-holds myprefentaicic. 
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But tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Chrifi. At Pembrooke, or at Hertford weft in Wales. 

Dar. What men of name refort to him? 

S. Chrifi. Sir Walter Herbert , a renowned fouldier, 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford^ redoubted Pembrooke , fir lames Blunt, 

Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moc of noble fame and worth* 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

<Dar. Rcturne vnto my Lord, commend me to him. 

Tell him.theQuecne hath hartily confented 
He (hall efpoute Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

Farewell. , Exe “ Ht ' . 

Enter Buckingham to Execution. 

Buc. Will noi King Richard let mefpeake with him? 

Rat. No my Lord, therefore be patient. * 

Buc. Hafiings ,and Edwards children, Riuers gray. 

Holy King Henry , and thy faire fonfoe Edward. 

Vaughan, and all that haue milcarried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniuftice, 

If that your moodiedifeontented foulcs. 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge, mocke my deftruftion: 

This is All-foules day,fellowes, is it not? 

^c.Why 1 :hen°AU-fouIes day, is my bodiesDoomcfday: 
This is the day, that inKing^W/time 
I wifht might fall on me,when I was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein I wifht to fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted moft: 

This, this All-foulesday, to my fearefull loulc, 

Isthe determined refpitofmy wrongest 
That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 

And giuen in earned what I begd in iealr* 

T hu s doth he force the fword of wicked men 
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of Richard the Third. 

To turne their points on their maifters bofome: 
j^ow ^Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

When he quoth lhc, Ihallfplit thy heart with forrowj 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefle. 

Come firsjeonuey me to the blocke of fhame. 

Wrong hath butwrong,and blame the dueofblame. 

Enter Richmond with dru ms and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellowes in armes, and my moft louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath theyoake of tyrannie. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment: 

And heerc receiue we from oar Father Stanley , 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloodie, and v furping Boare, 

That fpoil’d your fommer-field, and fruitf ull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like walk, and makes his trough, 

In your unboweld bofomes,this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this Ifle, 

Neeretothe towne of LeiceUer as welearne: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march, 

In Gods namecheareon,couragious friends, 

Toreape the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall of-fliarpe warre. 

i Lor. Euery mans confcicnce is athoufandfwords 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide, 
r Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3 Lor . He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare, 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

True hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter K. 'Richard , Nor. Rat cliff e , Catesby,with others. 

King. Heere pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field. 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thou fo fad? 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norfotke, come hither: 

Wofo/^vvemuft haue knockes,ha,muftwenot> 

Nor. Wemuft both giue and take, my graciousLord. 
King, V p with my tent thei e, hecre will I lye to night, 
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But where to morrow ? well aii is one tor that; 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe? 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their greateft number* 
Ktvg. Why, our battalion trebles that account, 
Belides,the Kings name is atower of llrertgth. 

Which they vpon theaduerfe partie want; 

Vp with my tent there, valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs turuey the vantage of the field, 

Gall for fome men of found direction. 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay. 

For Lords.to morrow is abuiieday. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords . 

Rich.lhe weary Sunne hath made a golden feat, 
And by thebrighttracke ofhis fierie Carre, 

Giues fignall ofa goodly day to morrow: 

Where is fir mlltam Brandon, he Iball beare my itanderd 
The Harle of Tembrooke keepe his regiment, 

Good captaine beare my goodnight to him, 

And by the feeond houre in the morning. 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goelt. 
Where is Lord yr<s»^quarterd,doefl: thou know? 

Blunt. Vnles 1 haue miftane his colours much. 
Which well I am allur'd 1 haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the mightie power of the King. 

Rich. If without perillit be potlible, 
Goodcaptaine3/»»f beare my goodnight to him, 
And giue him from me, this molt needtull Icrowle* 
Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, He vndertake it. 
Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giuc me fome lake and paper in my tent, 
lie draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limic each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrengtn? 
Come, let vs confult vpon to morrows buhnelie. 
Into our tent, the aire is raw and co'd. 

Enter K. Richard , Nor. Ratcliffs, Catesbie. 

Ring. What is a clocks? 
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of Richard the Third* 

fia t. It is fix of the clocke, full fupper time. 

King. I will not fup to night, giue me fome Inke& paper, 
What, is my Beauer eafier then it was? 

And all my armor laid into my tent. 

Cat.lt is my Liege,and all things are in readinefle, 

Ring. Good Norfolk e hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfecarefull watch, chufetrufty Centinell. 

Nor. IgoemyLord. 

jC<»|*Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk^. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord* 

Ring. Catesbie . 

Rat. My Lord* 

Ring. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Jun-rifmg, leaft his fonne George fa.ll 
Into the blind caue of cternall night, 

Fill me a bowleof wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 
looke that my flaues be found and n ot too heauy Rat cliff e. 
Rat. My Lord. , * 

Ring. Saweft thou the melancholy L. Northumberland l 
Rgt, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe. 

Much liktCockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chearing vp thefouldiers. 

Ring So Iamfatisfied,giue me a bowleof wine, 

1 haue not that alacritie of fpirit, 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue: 
fttitdowne, is Inke and paper readie? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

■KwjpBid my Guard watch,leauemee. 

Rate life about the midft of night come to my tent 
And helpe to armc me : leaue me I fay. Exit Ratcliff e. 

Enter Darby to Richmond in is tent. 

Dar. Fortune and vi&orie fit on thy helme. 

Rich. AH comfort that the darke night can afford, 

Be to thy perfon, noble father in lawe, 

1 ell me how fares our noble mother? 

I byatturney blelfe thee from thy mother, 
ho praies continually for Richmonds good; 
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So much for that : the filent houres (leak on. 

And flakie darknelfebreakes within the Eaft, 

Inbriete, for fo thefeafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battellearely in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 
of bloudie llrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

1 as 1 may .that which I would I cannot, 

With beft aduantage will decetue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfull fhocke of armes: 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward. 

Lead beingfeenethy tender brother qeorge. 

Be executed in his Fathers light. 

Parewell.theleilure and the tcarefuli time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes otloue. 

And ample enterchangeof fwee-t dilcoorfe. 

Which folong funder ed friends (houl4dv,eUvpo n ,. 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights of lone, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeedwe. . 

Rich. Good Lords conduct him to his regiment, 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden flumber peife me downe to morrow, 

When I fiiould mount with wings of victory: 

Once more good night kind Lords 6s gentlemen. Sxma. 

O thou whofe captaine 1 account my kite, 

Lookeon my forces with agraciouseye: 

Put in their hands thy bruhnglrons o. w rath. 

That they may crufh downe with a heauie fall. 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerfanes. 

Make vs thy Miniftersof chaflifement, 

That wc may praife thee in theviclorie. 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foule, 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine ey es, 

Sleepingand.waking.oh, defend me ftill. 

Enter the Ghoft of prince Ed. S on to ^ w ^f^* morroW) 
ghoft to W Let mefit heau.con thy fbule o 
Thinke how thou ftabfl me in my prime ofyoutb. 

At Tervkssbury : difpairetherfore and die. 

To KkL Be cheerefull Richmond, ioi the wronger r ^ 



of Richard the Third, 

of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

Kin£ Henr' m ilfue Richmond. comforts thee. 

* ® Enter the Ghoft ej Henry the fext . 

Ghoft to K.R>< When I was murtall,my aanointed body, 

Ry thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower,and me: difpaire and die, 

Harriet hefixt bids thee difpaireand die. 

fo Rtch.V ettueus and holy be thou conqueror, 
ffarrie that prophefied thou fhouldeft be King, 
poth comfort thee in thy fleepe.liueand flourifh. 

Enter the Ghoftof Clarence. 

Ghoft. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

I thatwas waflit to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betray d to death: 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgelelTc fword, difpaire and die. 

fo Rich. Thou ofF-fpring of the houfe of Laneafter , 

The wronged heires of Torke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, liue and flourifh. 

Enter the ghofts of Ritters, Gray, Vaughan. 

Ritt. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

Ritters that died at pomfret , difpaireand die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 

Vaucrh. Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with guiltie feare 
Lctfakl thy launce, difpaire and die. 

Ali to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in ito.bolome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the GhoBofL . Haftings. 

Ghoft. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody battell end thy daies. 

Thinke on Lord Haftings, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, awake, awake* 

Arme, fight and conquer forfaire Englandstikc. 

Enter the ghofts of tvooyong Princes . ' ... 

Ghoft to K.R. Dreame on thy coufinsfmoothered in the 
Letvs be kid within thy boCome Richard, lower 

And weigh the downe to ruine,fhame and death. 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaireand die. 

To Ri , Sleep y Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy> ^ 
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Good Angels guard thee from the Boarcs annoy, 

Liue and beget a happy raceof Kings, 

Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourifli. 

Enter the Cjhosl of Queens Arne his wife* 

Rtc bard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wite, 

T hat neuer flept a quiet houre with thee. 

Now tils thy fleepewith perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thmke on me, 

And tall thy edgelelfe tword.detpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quietfoule,fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame offucceilc and happy viftorie. 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghofl of Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

Thelaft was 1 that felt thy tyrrannie, 

O, in the battell thinke on Buckingham) 

And die in terror of thy guiltinctle 

Dreame on,dreame on,of bloody deeds and death. 

Fainting defpaire,dcfpairingyeeld thy breath. 

To Rtch. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid. 
But cheare thy heart,and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds iide. 

And Rithard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. Richard ftarteth out ef a dreanfe. 

KSRic. Giuemeanotherhorfe,bind vp roy wounds: 
Haue mercie lefu : foft 1 did but dreame. 

O coward confidence, how doeil thou afflift me? 

The lights burneblew,itisnot dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops (land on my trembling fleih. 
What doe I fcare my felfe? theres noneelfe by, 
Richard\oues Richard, that is, I am 1: 

Is there amurtherer heere? No. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what'from my felfe?great reafon why. 

Left 1 reuenge.What’my felfe vpon myfelfe? 

Alack e lloue my felfe,whcrfore. ? for any good 
Thatmy felfe haue done vnto my felfe: 




of Richard the Third, 

0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hateful! deeds committed by myfelfe : 

Jamavillaine, yet 1 lye, lam not. 

poole of thy felfe fpeake well,foole doe not flatter, 

jVly confeience hath a thoufandfeuerall tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villaine ; 

Periurie,in the higheft degree. 

Murder, fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 
Allfeuerallfinnes,allvfdein each degree, 

Throng all to the barrre,crying all, guiltie.guiltie,. 

1 (hall deipaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if 1 die, no foule (liallpittieme: 

And wherfote fhould they? fince that 1 my felfe, 

Fmd in my felfe,no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthcred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard) 

Enter Ratcltffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who isthere ? 

Rat. Ratcliffe , my Zord,tis I : the earely village cocite, , 
Hathtwife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rutclife, 1 haue dream’d a fearefull dreame, 

What thinkft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

%at. No doubt my Lord. 

King. O Ratcltffe I fearc-, 1 feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lordjbc not afraid of (hadowes. 

King. By the Apoftle Paul, lhadowes to night 
Haue Itrooke more terror to the foue of Richard) 

Then can the fubftance often thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by ihallow Richmond. 

Tisnotyet neare day, come goewith me, 

Vnder our Tents He play the ewefc -dropper. 

To heare if any mcane to fhrinkelrom me. Exeunt, 
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Rich. Cry mercy Lords, an dwatchfull Gentlemen? 

That you hauc fane a tardie lluggard heere. 

Lor. How haue you dept my Lord? 

Rub. Thcfweetcft flcepe,and faireft boding dteames, 
Thateuerentredinadrowliehead, 

Haue 1 lince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foules, whofe bodies Richard murthered. 
Came to my tent, and cried on vi&orie; 

I promifeyou my foule is very iocund, 
la the remembrance of fo faire adreame. 

How farreinto the morning is it Lords? 

Lor , V pon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Wiiy then tis time to arme, and giue direction. 
More then i haue faid, louing country-men, ( HkDration to 
Theleifure and inforcement of the time, ( bisjomdttrt . 

Forbids to dwell v pon, yet remember this, 

God,and our goodcaufe, fight vponourfide, 

The piayers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bulwarkes, ftand before our faces, 

Richard except, thole whom we fight againft. 

Had rather haue vs wfnne, then him they follow: 

For, what is he they follow? truely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and ahomicide. 

One raifde inbloud,and one in bloud eftablifhed; 

One that mademeanes to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were the meanes to helpe him ; 
A bafe foule ftone,made precious by the foyle 
Of England* chairc, where he isfalfly fet. 

One that hath euer becne Gods enemie: / 

Then if you fight againft Gods enemie, 

God will in iuftice ward y ou as his fouldiers: 

Ifyoufweare to puta Tyrant downe. 

You fleepein peace, the Tyrant being flame, 

If you doefight againft your countries foes, 

Your countries fat,lhall pay your paines the hire. 

Ifyou doe fight infafegard of your wiues, 

Your wiues ftiall welcome home the conquerors : 

Ifyou doe free your children from the fword, 

Your childrens children quits it in your age; 
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then in the name of God andalltheferigHts, 

Aduance your ftandards draw your willingfwords 
For me, the ranfomeofmy boldattempt. 

Shall be this cold corps on the earths cold face; 

gut if'Ithriue, the game Q f m y attempt. 

The leaf! of you ihall fliare his part thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly, and chcerefully, 

God, and Saint CJeerge, Richmond, and viftorije. 

Enter King Richard, Rat ♦ &c. 

King. What faid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was neuer train’d vp in armes. 

Ring. He faid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 

Rat. He fmiled and faid, the better for our purpofe. 
Ring. He was inthcright,andfoindeecditis; 

Tell the clocke there The clockejlri^eth. 

Giue me a Kalender, who faw the Sunne to day ? 

Rat. Not 1 my Lord. 

Ring. Then he difdaines to fhine,for by thebooke, 

He (liould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

A blacke day will it be to fome bodie Rat. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Ring. The Sunne will not befeene to day, 

The skie doth frowneandlowrevpon our armie, 

1 would thefe deawie teares were from the ground, 

Not (liine to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ; for the felfe-fame heauen 
Thatfrownes on melookefadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

Nor. Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 
King . Come,buftle,buftle,caparifon my horfe ; 

Call vp Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power, 

1 will lead forth ray fouldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my battell fhall be ordered. 

My fore-ward Ihall be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally of horfe and foot, 

Our Archers fhall be placed in the midft, 
lohn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earleo {Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the foote and horfe : 
f hey thus directed, wc will follow 
M 
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In the maine battell,whofe puiffance on cither fide 
Shall be well winged mith our chicfeft horfe? 

Thisjand Saint George to boote,whatthinkeft thou not. 

Non A good direction warlike foueraigne, Hefheweth 

This found I on my tent this morning. 
lackey of Norfolk?) be not to bold. 

For Dickon thy noajler u bought and fold. 

King, A thing deuifed by the eneraie, 

Goe Gentlemen euery tnanvnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our ioules, 
Conference is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde as firft to kcepc the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong arrnes be our confcience,fv\ ords our lawe. 
March on,ioyne brauely,let vs too it pell mell 
If not to heaueiijthen hand in hand to hell* 

What {hall I fay more then 1 haue inferd, 

Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of vagabonds, RafcoU and runaways, 

A feum of Brittaines, and bafe lackey pefants, 

Whom their orecloycd countrcy vomits forth 
To defperate aduentures and alTur’d deftruftion. 

You fleeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,diftaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coft, 

A milkefope, one that neuer in his life 
Felt (b much cold as ouer fhooes in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweeningrags of /><?»«, 

Thefe famiiht beggers weary of their liues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond ex ploit. 

For wantof meanes poorc rats had hangd themfelues. 
If wc beconnuereddctmen conquer vs, 

^nd not thefe baftard Brittatncs whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneiand beaten, bob'd and thumpt, 
w^nd on record left them the heirs of fhame. 

Shall thefe envoy our lands, lie with our wiues? 

Rauilh our daughtersjharkc I heare their dram* 



Riaht Gentlemen of England fight boldly yeomen. 

Draw Archers draw, your arrowes to the head. 

Spin you* 1 P rcU d horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

J/maze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

VVbatfaies Lord Stanky , will he bring his power? 

Mefi My Lord, he doth deny to come* 

Ktng, Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Non My Lord,the enemie is paft the marfh, 

A(tct the battaile, let George Stanley die. 

King, ^thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Jduance our ftandards, fet vpon our foe*. 

Our ancient word ofcouragefaire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, vidorie fits on our hdpes. 
e, Alarum , exenrfiont, Enter Catesbie » 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfolke, refcew,refcew, 
TheKing enafts more wonders then a man* 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is flaine.and all on foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfethe day is loft. Enter Richard. 

King. eA horfe, a horfe, my Ktngdoiiie for a horfe* 

Cat. Withdraw myLord,jiehelpeyoutoahorfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And l will fland the hazard of the dye, 

Ithinke there be hue Rtchmondtin the field, 

Eiuehauel fiainc to day inftead of him. 

A horle, a horfe,my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarm, Enter Richard & Rtebmcvdybey ^ght, Richard isflahte, 
then} (trait bewgfmnded, Enter Richmond ,2? or by beartstg the 
fromto, with other Lordf. 

•Rich. God and your armes be praifed viftoitous friends. 
The day is ours the bloudiedog is dead. 

Dar. Contagious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heere this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch, 

Haue 1 pluck toff to gracethy btowes withall, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 
iith. Great God ofheauen fay ^cueato all* 

M * Bujt 
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But tell me', isyong George Stanley limng? 

Dar He is my Lordjand fafe in Lefter Towne> 

Whither ifitpkaCe you, we may now withdraw vs 
Kteh What men of name are flame on either lidc> 

John DukeofNerfolke, Walter Lord Ferris, fir Robert 
Brokenbury, and \firWtHiam Brandon, 

Rich, Enter their bodies, as become their births, 
proclaime a pardon to thefouldiers fl ed, 

That iniubmiflion willreturnevs, 

‘ And then as we haue tane the Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauenvpon this faire conmnaion. 

That long ha\h fwwn’dvpon their enmme. 

What Traitor heares me, and fay es i not Amen. 
^/Whathlongbcene .mad, and 
Thebrother blindly (hed the brothers blood. 

The father ralhly flaughtered his ownefon. 

The fonne c ompeld,beene butcher to the fire, 

All this diuided Y orke and Lancaster, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Rtchmondmd Elizabeth 

The true fuccecders of each royallhoufe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 
ind let thy Heires (God if they viT be ft* 

Enrich the time tocome with Imooth-fac t peace. 
With fmilmg plentie,andfaire proiperous dates, 

areamesofMoud, 

Ss-^iSSSSS! 
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